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S ' front AaA leay feea a dinty eoond 
&atoaydt tAe /4udtnaliaa a*tixtic 
aad Caltana ( 

7fo mA*e...Sddie id, SfrO*t .*%€*€£# 
tied, a dayed 4 ad coafuAed nedfroaee 
to tAe Aeaade aad Aatetld, e£ oa* adoteA- 
ceace, a teetameat tA CAaac Ccaha aad 
caAfrinatioad tvAicA Aave made 
s4adtnaliaa eattane cvAat it iA today. 

? 00, 00 (^oUiaycoAod 
fa#A come maxcAiay eve* tAc 
Aitt it AaA taAea dafrenAamaad ItAe 
*7eay <decAett. Potty 'panatex, foyya 
and ^anny &aAtc Ca Ataad tali ayaiadt 
tAe AtaeA and wAite anaty, tAiA maya- 
}iae iA deleted Ca tAeoe yneatA and Ca 
tAe C Aa atlfdd pat AeadA, Aa/t^lieA and 
Aafee cuAa Aave cAcened tAem oa. 

^^^Aexe axe otAex Afro* tA afraxt from, 
§ s4uAAie uUeA. 

uyAy *&eayac AaA itA dAaxe o£ 
^^^deootecA eoAo Aaue marvelled at 
tAe yxaee e£ a SoA paltoa. tAe cAaxae- 


tex e£ a} * 7 enxy *daa <6 aad tAe dAafre of 
(tim SexdaxiA' Aead. Haca 0 caa aadexr 
ot a ad tvAy dxayA Aave- daeA a frtaee ia 
leayae-, 

7 YAexe iA ha AadAetAatt ia tAiA 
iAAue. Tide U leave tAat tA tAe 
^faaAe Ca d i d ead d aad frxAmote. Sect i£ 
you, evaat tAe tocodocua oa Aeafrd, o£ 
Aleody yxeat dfroxty dta^... 

Aea * ead oa aad eafroy... 

7 YAaaAo Ca atl caAa Aave dafrfrexted 
Sddie may aad Aave atadetf 9 
froddcAte. * 20 c evte aa t ieifr a tia y aa 
avalaacAe o£ Steafc front, Sddie nead- 
exA frx oax aext idAue, 

S ' ee tya at tAe SAaAedfreaxe 

'footed ia nteeotoeoa aext /tajac 
d ay aad e-i freet a Aea d o£ a day . 
@Aee*A a ad yood CaeA, yea 'it AtoAdy 
aeed it. 

SctcUe efottn, dfuvitiK 9 fuel. 
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DONT’ QUIT HALFTIME 

DAZZA I 

To the Manager, v 

As I have heard how good Eddie 
Magazine is, and I am interested in 
working in a similar field, I was hoping 
that you might relay some information nal 
to me. 

I am 15 years old, living in a small , - ,- “ 
town in western Victoria and I have 
been told by my english teacher that 
my writing skills are well above my age o,' 
level, and everyone says that I have a 
talent for drawing fantasy figures; 
except my art teacher who believes that 
fantasy is rubbish, but she is limited by 
a lack of imagination. 

If you have the time I would appreciate 
any information on the subjects that I 
will need to study next year for my 
VCE so I will have the correct qualifica- j) 
tions to hopefully be able to have a 
career in your line of business. Also do 
you know of anyone closer to me who 
may help me with work experience. 

Thank you for your time. 

Yours sincerely. 
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ADVERTISING RATES 


Darren Smith, 
Ararat, Victoria. 



Dear Darren, 

Thanks for your letter, 

Whilst not wishing to hold EDDIE up as a 
model for any aspiring artist such as your¬ 
self I would suggest that you are on the 
right track. Just keep at it and send your 
work to any magazine or contest that you 
come across that seems right for you. Art 
teachers don't seem to have improved any 
since my days at school in Mildura. It's a 
long road so keep on truckin'. 

By the way an excellent little come is pro¬ 
duced near you called "Rancid" drop them 
a line C/- Dirty Frog Comix, P.O. Box 388, 


),^000 

Resistant Harmony 
00 Independent Music Press 

y/. fi) * S ' GPO Box 3222 Melbourne, Victoria, 

3 *^ vC 3001, Australia. 

3 Dear Eddie, 

(Q j. Cidday, Scotti here from RH fanzine in 56 ) 

3*1 —m Melb, I'm finally getting off my bum it 
* gening some mail your way- after sect roS 

meaning to do it for ages. Anyways-i 1 • « . 1 

got your details off Tracey from Crush - Improve your racing strategy | 

(Raff' n inc it here i am!! I actually saw you all 5 $ 2 - 6 ' 

' ^ at last years Melb BDO in the art 
$9 gallery section, but was too chickenshit 

) to walk up it say hello. You may 

_— remember seeing a skinny 27 year old | 0 r 

>ort ^ eaC wi,h a ful1 crai Y tattoo sleeve ?, well- iOj^j 

$ 2 - 2 ' ma ybe i ll hook up with you all some- 
3 00 T- ' wh «re along the line i think i'll be drag- 

-- " g'ng around Newtown way early Sept [^5 55 

it i've got your phone M here, so we'll \ 0-60 ^ 

55 5 (8 *** w|,a ' K l>e s 1 must congratulate you j » LeP 
It 60 ) all (altho a tad late) on the mighty S**^ *' 
y, | e ps effort which went into your last effort- -C 
o ^q. M ( it sure was a bumper issue it made for $’. 5 > 11 

30 ) the ultimate enticing nackage with the 0 ^1 

,teOS CD an'all... M C iS 

5 lA- ^ c, 

q $ 4.20 W- lhanks Scotti. any congratulations are Li q ‘ , 

^ eoS welcome however late. Keep up the gooi >0 ‘ ' 

6 58 ^ 8 - WOr ^ ° n< * ^ XOJ>t ,osee y ou J'oggwg around 
0 $ 1 ^ -^ up here north of the border. 8 "~ ’ ^ 

\ 0 V. W'S. 41 l6 20 
(M- c ‘" 
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EIGHTH OF A PAGE 
$60 

SIXTH OF A PAGE 
$75 

QUARTER OF A PAGE 
$90 

THIRD OF A PAGE 
$130 

HALF A PAGE 
$165 

FULL PAGE 
$290 

SPOT COLOUR AND REDUCED 
RATES FOR MULTI ADVERTISING ARE 
AVAILABLE UPON REQUEST 

Phone Angela 517 1087 
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YEARS ON A FUCKING 
TENNIS COURT? 

Dear Eddie, 

Here'some thoughts on the internation¬ 
al sporting media. 

To Sport or not to Sport...What was the 
question... 

In Jennifer Capriati's case, Not. 

She'd rather get stoned, ripped, 
cracked & fucked than face the rigours 
of being under the international fascist 
circus that is the sports media. 

"What a waste of talent!", I hear you 
say, "If 1 had her skills I'd be bloody 
famous, rich and the best." 

Sure you would. I bet you were good at 
something when you were young, most 
of us have skills in some sport to a cer¬ 
tain degree. Do you think you could 
spend 4 hours a day Every day from 
the age of eight, all the way up to four¬ 
teen years on a fucking tennis court? 
And that's the minimum amount of 4 
hours a day ...Every day for 6 years- that 
equals 8760 hours of belting a bloody 
ball around a court. Jeeezus that'd 
drive me mad. 

Could you devote that amount of time 
to tennis or sport? And don't bullshit 
yourself man! "But I do 8 hours or 
more of work a day, and I don't break 
down, yell, scream, tantrumise myself 
into a pretentious scowling little 
jezebel." 

Crap you don't...Ever get shitty at 
work? 'Have one of those days' What 
do you do when you finish work? Go 
to church and praise the Holy One? The 
only holy one we know is poured out 
of a bottle into a glass. Basically we get 
pissed. 

Now if something goes wrong for Jen 
Capriati, she screams in frustration, 
(Something you angels never do. Then 
the Tabloid turd ticklersTotalise the sit- 
’T?me ua hon and exaggerate it and paste it all 
»D -1 over P^ss. If you scream at work is 
there a bloke taking photo's and notes 
OG yi of you? Yeah, I thopught not. 
ner; N The pressure she must have been under 
would have been enormous. Her old 
man sending her into the limelight at 
just 14. Then signing her up with IMG, 
Diadora and all the others. All the time 
in the back of her mind.."I must win, I 
perform, be the best." Apparently her 
old man really pushed her, but slowly it 
all started to tell. With no pressure out¬ 
let ( A good old piss up or shag) she 
started to crack, eventually nosediving 
into drugs (pun intended) to the poor 
creature she is now. Should kids be 
pushed this hard, should there be an 



bb.b carr 53.b (J Hyder) 
r IRD 55.5 (Ms K Trewin) 
57 (B Wyatt) 3. 
ne pulled up. 4 len, 


1600m 


age limit on their pro debut? 

Every teenager should be allowed to be 
a teenager, discover all those poignant 
feelings like love, being loved (or what ugh* 
they think is love), dropping a 
boy/girlfriend and vice versa. They 
need friends, mates to hang out with, 
converse on small things that are 
important like getting a shag or avoid¬ 
ing it, music and trying to get pissed. 

The fact that most prodigies miss this 
and are chucked into the deep end with ,ions 1 mean man - ,ha, shil ls ,rue ond 

* lifn it nnn hnrinn hnla hill lha Hilfnronrc 


ing him second on the 

nlnnociHo Ootrirl 
all Ihe other losers out there that I am i 
together, whon malty it is all a facade. J 
Then Ihorn's the nlleinativo shil and 
that's cool loo. to look like you don't < 


SHE SHOULD TAKE UP SPORT 

Leltor 

From Anoif Tree (Fiona Liu) 


~ (b or brg6y Kings . . . ... 

rth. Trainer: I G Mcl wash pnd ever Y P ar1 ol V our bod Y has a f- 
' 1. 7-4 EDITED Hl< painlul hole In it and you look liko stilt L 
20-1 SILVER TET because it’s *in', but I'm not ogoinst that f 
ellhor bocause hell, I enjoy wearing the 
hippy, grungy shit too. But it Ls all a lace f 
that everyone woars to seem together 
and that they KNOW where they are 
headed. 


Hoy, I road MEATPACKIN' DUDE and 
I'm goin' shed some light to that mother 
tucker loser dude. I mean, I thought his 
story was cool and at the same time 
depressing as it doesn't oiler any solu- 


FUCKI, THIS IS ALL A HUGE A 
FUCKIN' LIE. LIFE IS A JOKE. 

Anyway, it came down to; if I didn’t do 
something or try something soon I 
would jusl die ol boredom. And that, my £ 
Iriend Is a late worse than death. I lig- 


cement boots that get heavier without 
any of the teenage character building 
process goes a long way to explain 
"Burnout". Check out Tracy Austin, 

Gone and rorgotten by the end of her 
teens. 

Teenage life is a learning process that is i° b - 9® Hin o 3 s,ead Y ,over - some 0 rea * 

u 1 Iriends, a luckin'emajing house and 

needed to allow a human to grow and 


life is one boring hole but the difference Ufod , would (efl| |jke #hj , „ , , el some . 
between anything is the person and 
what they do with it. It’s like it doesn't 
matter how intelligent you are or what 
lucky breaks you get but how you woar 
it. I thought luck man, this dude is jusl 
as depressed and lucked as I am. 


You know, I thought it was the way to 
go, the straight shil and all. Getting a 


handle all of the hassles living throws 
at you. It's a pity Sport is .used by com¬ 
pany's to influence consumers. 

Sport is for fun and competiton, and 


able to handle the situation and life 
first. 

Cheers, 

Gonzo Muzza, Newtown, Australia. 


ill) 57 carr 55.5 (C 


one down or worso still, laced Hint big 
sign in my mind that said. YOU ARE fl 
THE BIGGEST FAILURE. I couldn't 
handle that, I would have to change it C 
to at least. *OK, you lailod. Is that * 
cool?’, ond II it wasn't I would say, (very 
patiently and calmly to mysell) ’OK', “* 

well then, you will have to fix it so N 

everything is worthwhile. This is Just a JjJJ 
minor setback, you are going to got 
somewhere.* I would jusl be rollin' with U p 
the punches (luck I hate clichesl). Even IS 
il I knew that somewhere wns like a 6) 
real hole ol a place, I would know that 1 • 
no mailer how long I took to get there. I ■ 
would make It. Even IIII was a little like 
Jusl coming homo from work (and you 
were buggered) Just so you would 
crash out in your large comly bed with 


car. and a lovin’ family but NO. I wasn't 
happy. I am il not so sell- pitying and so 
depressed that I think I'm the only one 
in the world with a boring life. Selfish. 

Yeh sure, I go out and gel stoned, gel 
my hands on any drugs, talk to practi¬ 
cally anyone vaguely interesting and 

, .. i*i i ,* . wear the'in'clothes to enteitain myself 

ther s nothing like beating an opponent 4 olher p eop ie. Mry everything to , ... 

, , , . V. M ^ y a nice warm doona (perhaps even get- 

in whatever you do, but we need to be ®* cess - just ior he thnii and sometimes , massoge , fom „ fflend7) 

J I leel like, why the luck am 1 doing Ihis7 * " * 

'cause I don't really enjoy any ol il and 
the onswer is always the somo. don't 
worry, you can do it and lucken hell it 
will pass like all things. FUCK, you are 
still going to get up in the morning and 
have to lace the sunlight. Brush your 
i lucken teeth and look at yourself In the 
: mirror. II makes no difference whether 
, you enjoy il or not, but it's aoing to hap¬ 
pen whether you're in the mood or not. 
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Mmm... so I figure that il I just live lor 
these little great moments I will gel lo 5.7 
the end and be able lo look back and 
say *hey man, you made It, you did GA 
somethingl and it was the best thing lo 
experience all ol the shil.* even il it did av 
truly suck. I MEAN, luck man, lime Is ' 
gonna pass ANYWAY, so you might as 
well do something, like Helmet s album >0 I 
title, *IN THE MEANTIME*, so what ya 32( 
gonna do? '• 
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j And the shallow, prontonious, are you 
<■ good looking or not crap, well... that’s 
1 jusl there lor the suckers. Anyone who 
£ sincerely thinks it's ok Is a real loser. I 
* moan, and I'm being honost hore. I do il 
J and wear it because II makes me leel 
j ‘in' (accepted) and together. Il shows to 
3—FIFTH GRADE 424m 
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n, ft len. Time: 
7 6. Wt $5.20 F 
|l9.20. T $233 
Scr. 9,10. 
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Ru nninq a flush is a good way to get star ted. 



"Stop i* 

Dr, n na rned 

u andpnn. 
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ao i aorae round to ala at. II and. he says someone beaU y.ou to It someone ranj 
at. nine and. we «o, down, to tlie kitchen, and, al says the ants are in. the mueelj 
(and. while i Bay they, aome in side baaauoe ofl the rain.) al empties 300 gm 
bowl ancL ge ts the basting., buush. and. any, anit above the branline 
is swept away.-its like oniaket a single flaun and we give the bowl a spin on 
a lazy, ausan, to nalse. the degpae ofl diHflixiulty, 



UMPIRES. 

CROWD: in, 
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t — S cl i Delate to. him the rules of aoaknoaah, hookey two. players a two handahowen 
two plug, bath the neferee drops the aoaknoaah. antL the flinet to wash, the 
cocknoaoh, into the others plughole with, ttha hand, ehowen wlnB 
we fill the bowl with, milk and. al throws in, a flrult loop 
1109) I I ~ 10 - 17 
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k54 OUR SPORTIN PAL UNCLE AL, 
FROM U.S.A. 

Dear Sir: 

Factsheet 5 #51 reviewed Eddie with 
high praise. I have enclosed a copy of 
sjar The Mostly Complete writings of Uncle 
■ 6. s'/ Al, more than 420 dystopian essays rich 
5 ig d with thoughtcrime, personal angst 
.2 7 JJ- Right wing mania and surrealistic 
3 3 - e dread. Let us put the United States in 

vvn 16 * 

R Ad, proper focus - where sunlight stream¬ 
ed pi/- ing through our magnifying lens puck- 
/ 1 o is 1 t ' ers to a white hot scream. 

3 S asI ^ho publishes Uncle Al? That would 
yo.j be telling! 

Jwpie Some of my stranger venues are: 
cnia Thinking on the Edge, R. Kapnick and 
assu Aidan Kelly, Eds. Agamemnon Press, 1992 
EBen Abortion Stories- Fiction on Fire, Rick 
J 9.n Lawler, Ed. MiniRef Press, 1992. 
r 6 . 7 . 'The Baby Byproduct and 

^ Reclamantion Industry'T/zc Quarterly, 

- Gordon Lish Ed., Vintage Books, Winter 

1988 

"My Sin, Your Sin, Niacin" 

I volunteer a rather compelling body of 
literature for your consideration in 
trade for the usual quid pro quo upon 
acceptance. Does life get any better 
than this? 

9 Sincerely, 
f Alan M. Schwartz 
Irvine California. 
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^ ah gui |f ihey say yes l will give F.ddie a credit up front. Then I 
p G w j|| destroy Fotini Fponimitis and deconstruct the liter- 
fto { l anc ary agenda of Frank Moorhouse, Janet Turner Hospital 

Res- Orh lhc rcsl of ,ho5C idio,S ° llienvise 1 don ‘‘ kn ° J W , ... 

6.13 d V what the fuck I will do. But time Is running out and I will 

L '”den 0w not die fameless. Even if I have to go crazy w.lh a gun to ^ 
^LL/RB4A achieve that fame. 



Lv 0-4 $rW 

° <VrKvf ° *-e4 4 - 


■ Trafa{ 
oum ^ 
10.8 , 


' nan tie 


today 


1 cniiMTr**, 







«e L 
9.1 
0, Vi. 
>sn e i 

3ndn 
>dAi 
on £ 
lans- 

'ong 


5.9. s' 

Parton 24^77c U,U 8 9 d T a tu~ 
Jpngala 7 7 c d Euroa 6 ? p7. a 


Comu/i. 


^•25 


eachecyc 
.orhw,rrwnnu l« 
copys wsenAirJ; 

fWElttGAZMC 

voeoKm 

HiW 2Q4t 

Lodge master _ 

& llv 


















8333% 


AT THE 

TOLARNO BISTRO 
42 FITZROY ST. 
ST. KILDA 


.OPENING TUES. NOV. 8th. 
6 - 9 pm. 

CLOSING SUN. NOV. 13 th. 
• 4 - 8pm. 

PH. 5255477 


GALLERY HOURS 
1 - 8pm. 

TUESDAY - SUNDAY 






WATERFRONT 
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inspirational, versatile, Yee, enigmatic, gutsy, 
mercurial, tough, Blood, determined, 
gritty, uncomprimising, fair, noble, 
Galloway, honest, spirited, proud, 
plucky, show ponies, Stavrakis, 
dogged, club champions, wily, 
classy, on the level, Cotterell, 
staunch, hardy, professional,gutsy 
powerful, potent, Syrette,wily, gritty, 
young & brash, pumping, true grit, 
punchy, raw hunger for success, 
Margherita, progressive, quality, 
speedy, steady,wi ly,gritty,dogged, 
inspirational, versatile, 
Yee, enigmatic, 
gutsy, tough, 
Blood, gritty, 
fair, noble, 
Galloway, 


young 


mercurial 
tough, 
Blood,gritty, 


noble, 


Jr 
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Stavrakis, 
^jj^^^dogged, wily, 
l^^^headstrong, classy, 
Cotterell, staunch, hardy, 
professional, premiers, 
potent, Syrette, peerless, 
stalwarts, young & brash, 
pumping, true grit, punchy, 


ALL THIS... AND MORE 

WATERFRONT RECORDS* 89 YORK ST. CITY- PH 2624120 










In 1969 ’Earlzvon tfie 
Singapore and (XlaCayan 
Beaxfyu/eigfit title tfiat 
started tfiis IS stone 
extStygby JOeague 
Sydneysider on a five 
year zOortd tour. 



'EarC Bled to Have a 6eer 
xvBile eating oriental 
vqjetariandhforecomBe dr 
*Mse made Ftim CaugB 6ut 
fie Bated anyone zufio (aid 
a Band on Bis immaculate 
yairlane 500. 
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27years old 
and still a 
Bachelor . 
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CwHew lockett in 
and them u>se 


r wt WOULDN'T V* 
HAOE WoM 
WITHOUT PLUGGED 


WHEN LOCKETT lN 
ftNt> TY\E>\ DOM 


Wfc WOULD HA'JE 
WON ftM MOPE 
If PlUGGEC. 
WAS PUSHING 
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NlAKH 


Avewite on sleeve 


Of SMOKES 

(BREAKFAST 
CHAMPIONS) 
MEMBERSHIP CARS 
(SOPERGLUEO TDGETH&O 


WO INTEREST ‘N 

OFfoSiTloM 

PLAMERS 
worn out copw 
of '«» CRAf*0 


TEAM GETTING OoNE? HA) 
IT'S fOUR-lNG RAlN?$o urtAT? 
going our For. pinker? froi[ 
HERE ARE’ 



THE GAME EARLY 


g>IF THEM MATE A SENSATWHA 
W>fAE6ACK* WU MEv/EAv 


FORGIVE wouRSGlF. J 



iHS 


Siflk; 


IXSOCW AS ST-KlU)A tN SHtHEH. 
W) EVEW IF HOU'RE THRASHED 

'there can Be compensations 


UNO It mZ’ESStNDoN WHIr 
ST.fcHOA EOT UlNMAR TAKES A SPEC 


HCV'RE THERE ID SOffoRT 
'EM- SO GET BACK.TO MOOR 

seat! I whh shoulo 1 scam • 

AND WATCH IF THEH'RE No-r! 
G 01 NG TO PLAM wEUUTJ’^Or- 
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■me big man wears wa 4- For 

ST-KIlDA... A HUMBER RESERVED 
For CHAMPIONS Such AS OACfiEU. 
BAEDOCK (CAPTAIN OF OUR ONIM 
PREMIERSHIP SlDE) and barr-t 
BREEN (KICKED THE WINNING 

Point in that came.-) he MAH IE 

THE LAST MAW EVER TD WEAR 
THIS NUMBER FoRfHE SAINTS... 



SPEAKING OF BULK, PLVGCER IS 
OFTEN ACCUSED OF BEING 
' OVERWEIGHT' AND'OVT Of CoHOmeW 
NONSENSE/ HE tt A SHINING 
example to those under 

PRESSURE TO BECOME B0UMIC., 

SCRawnw^icklm anorexics! 



MUSCLE tone WON'T Do HA NUCH 
Coop ACAINST TONE'S MUSCLE!! 


IN MSI, TONI KICKED IOO GOALS t 
IN A SEASON PoR THE FiftST TIME* 
ANO UoN FoCTBAUS HIRHEFT 
Honour: the brown tow niedalY* 
HIS ACCEPTANCE SPEECH WAS 
EL06UENT ANO HEARTFELT-. 



unosuallh for a full forward, 
PluCCER uses AGGRESSION ANO 
INTIMIDATION as hvs main 
WEAP bNS... CEHERAUM, THE 
Purview of his oppoNEKt-TME 

FULL BACK-1 



PLUCCER'S AGGRESSION IS Both his 
prime ASSET and UABiUTM.-HIS 
SHEER SIZE PHD STRENGTH CAW 
THE MOST INNOCENT CONTACT 
TO BE A VIougNT ASSAULT-TAKE 
THIS EXAMPLE FROM ROUND ~1 
IN SHQNEH THIS HEAR—I 

CRASH/ -PJWIK 


PETER 
CAVEN- ) 
Runs into , 
PtuccER's ! 

PATH AS i 
HE IS ^ 
ATtEMPWlG 
T® MARK 


WISAPH! 
VP TO 
CUSHION 
I IMPACT 
I AT LAST 
SECOND 


filAHEPSCooiOE 

PalLTHETIME! 



t HE DID rr AOAlN iN 'M «'TZ-ED. 
t+THE. 0**L1 CUU. CORWARD Mtfi To teSo 


_[Win 'Em and A 

Linear'em... J 

A philosopher tdo^ 


For all ms perceived Faults and 
INP lSCRETlOllS- there wiu.never 
BE ANOTHER TP MATCH-fLUGOERiJ 


THE UMPIRES TEND TP TAKE A 
DIM VIEW Of THIS, BUT (N A 
SHOCKING PISPIAH OF DOUBLE 
STANDARDS, TEND TO OVERLOOK 
THE MAN'S INDISCRETIONS ?EMf 
TED AGAINST THE BIGMAN... 



PLUGGEk Got * WEEKS FoRTUAT, 
HET TT WAS THIS SAME AGGRESSION 
THAT BROUGHT ST.KILOA BACK FPoM 
A SEEMIHGLM IMPOSSIBLE POSITION 
TO REGISTER AN UNFORGETTABLE 
1 Point wiN.r - fe-g»ER A mn 

OF PASSION 
PLUCCER. 
fONOLH 
FAREWELLS 
THE SHDN6V 
CROWD. 


THERE WAS NOTHING IN IT. I WAS 
ERE. So MOO CAN BEUEVEME- 


>0, now too know Something 

ABOUT PLUCCER.MOU'LLNo DouOT 
WISH TO OWN PtUCGER'S Comics! 
THERE IS AN ISSUE DEVOTED TO 
EACH OF ST.KiLDA’s IMTV GAMES 
ANO THEM ONlM COSTAMEASlM 
$1 EACH / (At. t PAGES.COLOUR 
COVERS! ZVr |N ALL!!) IGNORANCE 

or aussie Rules no handicap 
to tour reading pleasure! 
Honest! FOR DETAILS SEND TO: 
Slugger coMix.no bourke st. 

MtLBoORNE.Booo- VICTORIA. 



























































"Come on girls, put down 
your mops and lift up your 
skirts, have I got a winner for 
you". 

With this opening gambit 
Clarence the Clocker began the 
horse racing tipster show that 
he presented on Sydney's 
Channel 9 every Saturday 
morning for twenty five years 
from 1957. 

Most born and bred 
Sydneysiders over forty years 
old remember Clarence. The 
speed of recollection varies 
enormously, however. Some 
remember Clarence instantly, 
and well. Most take a little 
longer. One's mind's eye can 
actually see them searching 
through a pile of dusty cerebral 
files. You know they have 
opened the right one when, in 
anticipation of a grin, one cor¬ 
ner of their mouth begins to 
twist. Of those who should 
remember him but don't, its 
odds on that they've never laid 
a bet, evens they are an 'arty 
type'. 

Clarence was big in his day. 
Hallmarks of his style were a flamboy¬ 
ant dress sense and a street-smart 
loquaciousness, but above all he had a 
rough diamond quality which both 
men and women found enormously 
appealing. He personified a way of life 
framed by the pub, the racetrack, the 
six o'clock swill and the SP bookie. In 
the 1950s and 60s, when minorities 
were denied a public voice and while 
youth culture was still developing, this 
world provided a second, mildly 
deviant tier of public culture. It was a 
world on the periphery of 
both respectability and the 
law, largely eschewed by the 
middle class. It is no accident 
that there are no racetracks 
and so few pubs on the North 
Shore. 

The report of the NSW 
Royal Commission into Off- 
Course Betting of 1962 conveys the size 
of this second tier and helps explain its 
place within Australian culture. 
Commissioner Kinsella found that: 
roughly one in four Australians bet reg¬ 


ularly with SP bookies; an astonishing 
ten times more money was bet illegally 
off-course with SP bookmakers than 
legally at the track; some six thousand 
SP bookies serviced every sporting 
club, pub and sizeable workplace in 
NSW; more than half the bets held by 
SPs were under a pound. For all this, 
SP bookmaking was neither particular¬ 
ly organised or criminal at this stage. It 
was only after the TAB opened in 1964 
that a few SP bookies got bigger, more 
organised and more criminal. 

No doubt many people had an 


uncle or neighbour whom they reck¬ 
oned was 'just like Clarence'. What set 
Clarence apart was that he was on tele¬ 
vision, undiluted. It is difficult these 
days to conceive just how prudish and 


staid television was in the 
1950s and 60s. Tough censor¬ 
ship was partly responsible. 
(Men could not be shown 
totally bare-chested even at 
the beach; a towel or whatev¬ 
er had to cover at least one 
nipple.) But as much as any¬ 
thing most television presen¬ 
ters were fazed by the new 
medium. In contrast, Clarence 
simply played himself. Rather 
than trying to 'talk proper' 
and look inoffensive, he 
brought the colour and vigour 
of the racetrack to the mono¬ 
chrome world of early 
Australian television. 
Clarence was frequently 
described as 'larger than life', 
despite standing at five foot 
three. He moved with equal 
ease among strappers and 
battlers on the one hand and 
figures such as the baccarat 
clubs king Perce Galea and 
his boss Sir Frank Packer, on 
the other. Packer treasured 
Clarence, an extraordinary 
feat given his usual attitude to 
employees: in his recent biography The 
rise and rise of Kerry Packer, Paul 
Barry devotes an entire chapter to what 
a consummate bastard Kerry's old man 
was. 

So who was Clarence the Clocker? 
Born in 1914, Arthur Davies was a 
Redfern knockabout who at one point 
had a milk-run in the area. He then 
became a print journalist and worked 
as a clocker from 1942, a role he per¬ 
formed from an early stage for the ris¬ 
ing young trainer Tommy Smith. 
Binoculars in one hand and stopwatch 
in the other, the clocker times 
horses at early morning 
trackwork. The clocker also 
keeps a surreptitious eye on 
horses from other stables, 
and has an ear to the ground 
for the 'good oil' - inside 
information of disparate 
quality and veracity. 

With this background Davies had 
good qualifications to enter the elec¬ 
tronic media as a racing expert. His 
spontaneity and sense of style made 
him ideal. He was an acknowledged 











character within an industry renowned 
for its characters. His first break came 
with a segment on racing. First With 
the Latest, attached to a radio sports 
show hosted by the legendary Tiger 
Black and Bert Lillye. 

But it was television which timed its 
run perfectly for Davies. He was on the 
small screen within a year of Bruce 
Gyngell's historic appearance in 1956. 
From the first, someone at Channel 
Nine had the bright idea to commence 
the segment with the key verse from a 
recent Bing Crosby hit: The horse told 
Clarence the Clocker The docker told 
Jockey McGee The jockey of course 
passed it on to the horse And the horse 
told me. Clarence the Clocker, or sim¬ 
ply Clarence, became more than just a 
nickname. Within no time Arthur 
Davies came to exist only on paper. 
Taxation statements, pay slips, phone 
bills Mr Arthur Davies was simply the 
legal division of Clarence Clocker. 


But this suggests there was 
was something conniving or 
artificial about Davies/Clarence. 
There wasn't. In addition to his 
excellent record as a tipster he 
* spoke his mind without fear or 
favour. Those who knew him 
personally always remark on his 
generosity and his style. He had 
a particularly soft spot for strug¬ 
gling jockeys (perhaps because, 
with Tommy Smith's help, he 
once tried to become one). He 
often used his excellent connec¬ 
tions to help them get a ride. 

The race caller Johnny Tapp says 
Clarence was 'the only genuine Damon 
Runyon figure around'. Certainly his 
dress was snappy, although even in the 
early days, before he took to gold lame 
in the 1970s for evening functions, it 
was a little garish for some. He took 
particular pride in being 'the best heel 
and toe man around' and had a prefer¬ 
ence for shoes which set new standards 
in point and shine. He drove large 
American cars. 

Clarence understood the lan¬ 
guage of clothes, how a conventional 
garment worn in a slightly uncon¬ 
ventional way can give it, and the 
wearer, a distinction otherwise lack¬ 
ing. Thus he greatly emphasised the 
spivvy quality of narrow brimmed 
hats by turning up the brim. When 
the TV Times asked him why in 1963 
his reply was typically blithe: "I was 
out with a blonde one night and she 
says 'Turn it up, Clarence' and so I 


have ever since." 

Although quite softly spoken his 
speech was sharp and streetwise. 
Clarence communicated in the vernacu¬ 
lar rather than simply having a good 
command of it. Puns and metaphors 
abounded. About a small horse given a 
heavy weight: "I can't see why they 
load him up when he's so weak he 
couldn't lift a Sao"; on people who had 
been slow on the uptake, "They 
wouldn't know it was Sunday unless 
there were baked 'taters on their 
plates." The ABC would never have 
employed him. 

At times he proved too colourful. 
His love of the double entendre drew 
frequent complaints from viewers and 
on one occasion, after several warnings 
from the Broadcasting Tribunal, he was 
suspended for a week. The offending 
remark followed a question about how 
he thought a promising horse would 
finish: "She'll be further out in front 
than Sabrina" came the reply, Sabrina 
being a large-breasted British woman 













who at the time figured prominently in 
the dreams of boys of all ages. 

But Clarence, courtesy of Sir Frank 
Packer, was essentially inviolate. 
Packer let Clarence get away with 
behaviour for which anyone else would 
have been sacked. For instance, in 
November 1973 Channel Nine decided 
on a live coverage of the Bon Bon picnic 
race meeting as its first colour telecast. 
Clarence was to play a major part in 
this prestigious event but he never 
showed up. He explained later: "Aw, I 
got side tracked, you know what I 
mean", adding with a wink that he and 
a friend only got as far as a Mittagong 
motel. 

His marriage was not a happy one. 
Mrs Davies was a 'journalist's widow' 
and although they never actually 
divorced, the Davies were separated for 
most of their marriage. They married 
many years before he became Clarence 
and Mrs Davies intensely disliked 
horse racing and every manner of per¬ 
son associated with it. This was the sad 
side to the life of racing's court jester 

Mrs Davies aside, it is difficult to 
exaggerate the importance of women to 
Clarence's success. While other sports 
presenters carried on as if their audi¬ 
ences were exclusively male - and still 
do - Clarence framed his show around 
his oft-repeated maxim "You can't 
ignore the ladies". 

From his opening 'Come on girls...' 
line onwards, he would speak directly 
to women viewers. He frequently 
became so passionate about whatever 
he was saying - 'Now youse girls have 
gotta write down in your little black 
books two fantastic specials that I saw 
this week' - that he would not notice 
the frantic waves of the studio manager 
telling him to break for a commercial. 
In the twenty five years he was on tele¬ 
vision his timing never improved. 

Clarence's attention to women paid 
dividends, on and off screen. Although 
reputedly less than handsome, he had 
many female admirers. He frequently 
had a woman on his arm, and as he got 
older they got younger. Many women 
followed his tips religiously and his 
pigeon hole at Nine often contained 
expressions of gratitude and offers of 
return favors. He regularly received 
hand-knitted socks from older viewers 
who feared he would catch a chill at 
dawn trackwork. When his usually reli¬ 
able tips suffered a losing sequence, 
apparently many husbands wrote in to 
complain bitterly that their wives had 
been 'doing' the housekeeping on his 
tips. One sent in an unpaid butcher's 
bill with the words, 'Cop this', 


scrawled across the top. 

Pam Burling (nee Bunyon), 
Clarence's off-sider from 1960 onwards, 
says he would "fix his gaze on the cam¬ 
era and talk as if there was some partic¬ 
ular woman out there - and there prob¬ 
ably was." Burling was the Nine make¬ 
up artist but Clarence pursuaded her 
one day to read the scratchings on air. 
Within a few weeks she was a 'regular' 
on the show, along with the race caller 
Ken Howard, subsequently replaced by 
Johnny Tapp. Bruce Gyngell, then head 
of Nine, agreed to her on-air presence 
beside Clarence, or 'Mr Clocker' as she 
called him, so that she could help con¬ 
trol his appalling timing. 

Pam's presence was a boon in terms 
of publicity. Articles on the pair 
appeared in, at the very least, Pix, TV 
Times, The Australian Women's Weekly 
(twice), Everbody's, Sunday Mirror and 
Australasian Post. Predictably, Pam 
was presented as the pretty young 
thing but in a way she neither found 
belittling then or now. 

There is little left of Clarence. His 
twenty five years worth of shows, 
roughly a thousand of them, were 
always live-to-air. There never were 
any pre-recorded tapes to store for pos¬ 
terity. Apart from a brief appearance in 
Bandstand, held in Channel Nine's 
archives, perhaps his only remaining 
material trace in the public domain is at 
the Powerhouse Museum. His binocu¬ 
lars, one of his many hats and two 
press badges were recently donated by 
a daughter-in-law. Clarence always 
wore these binoculars and, until 1974, a 
hat, on-air. When he appeared hatless 
for the first time one Saturday morning 
the Womens Weekly responded with a 
double page spread. "You gotta keep 
up with the times, love", he told the 
Weekly's reporter, "Like in dancing I 
don't like that old-style ballroom danc¬ 
ing, I like the mod 
go-go stuff." 

Of course, as 
the Weekly's cov¬ 
erage implied, 

Clarence was 
developing into 
an engaging relic. 

In the late 1970s 
his health began 
to deteriorate. 

Following two 
strokes which 
affected first his 
movement and 
then his speech to 
the point that 
some viewers 
thought him 
drunk, Clarence 


was judged a liability by Nine execu¬ 
tives. He was nevertheless shattered 
when his show was axed in 1982. 

The timing of his funeral could not 
have been worse. According to Pam 
Burling, Mrs Davies used the occasion 
to exact a truly sweet revenge. In the 
racing week only Saturdays and 
Wednesdays are inviolate. Funerals are 
not performed on Saturdays. That left 
Wednesday. Thus on 8th August 1984, 
at 1.30pm, with just Pam, her husband 
and two of Clarence's relatives present, 
he was cremated at Ourimbah. The 
races that Wednesday were at Rosehill. 

I am grateful to Pam Burling, 
Johnny Tapp and Tommy Smith for 
their recollections of Clarence, and to 
Charles Pickett and Kate Evans for 
their helpful suggestions. 

* Eddie Butler-Bowdon is an assis¬ 
tant curator at the Powerhouse 
Museum. 







The degradation of culture in postmodern society takes many 
forms. One peculiar indication of this degradation is the popularity, 
in Australia, of a game known as Indoor Cricket (hereafter referred 
to as IC). IC signals the triumph of spectacular consumer culture and 
concomitant decay of tradition. It constitutes a hegemonic moment in 
late capitalist ritual and moulds those who would otherwise pursue 
healthy sexual obsessions into mindless automatons. Indeed, IC 
strips sexual politics of its essential ingredients (sex and politics). In 
my exploratory work Cricket and Nothingness, I suggested that IC 
was nothing less than a ruling class plot. I am now convinced, how¬ 
ever, that it is nothing more than a ruling class plot (and in an epoch 
when less is more, how could it be otherwise?). 

Readers unfamiliar with the game of cricket deserve some clar¬ 
ification. There was once a British cultural event laden with sexual 
imagery which we shall designate Real Cricket (hereafter referred to 
as RC). RC was a totemic ritual played on a vast green field surround¬ 
ed by a picket fence before a hand-selected audience of drunks and 
malcontents. Its phallic thrust was provided by the bat (a heavy wil¬ 
low-hewn instrument with an easy-to-grip long handle). The bat was 
used to hit a red leather bound ball, which was generally donated by the town fetishist. On one side were those who handled 
the ball - the bowlers and fieldsmen; on the other were those who hit it - the batsmen. On the one hand, there was the caressing 
of and keenly felt fondness for the ball; on the other hand, the desire (a powerful sexual desire) to whack it over the fence. A 
batsman could be dismissed in a number of ways. For a batsman to be bowled, the wicket (or "stumps") had to be dislodged. 
There were three stumps straddled by a couple of things called bails. An uprooting of the stumps invariably sent the bails sky¬ 
wards and this seems to represent an acting out of what Freud termed the ejaculation complex. Bowling was completed in a 
serialized sequence called overs" (note the powerfully suggestive juxtaposition here, as in "bowled over by a beautiful 
blonde"). A batsman could also be "stumped", a puzzling cult fashion which involved someone called a "keeper" knocking the 
stumps over (this was probably meant to signify the fragile nature of male sexuality). Finally, a batsman could be "caught" or 
"run out". Both of these methods of dismissal reverberated with sexual meaning - being caught summoned up memories of 
rudely interrupted childhood sexual games, while the "run out" functioned as an (unconscious) play upon the American west¬ 
ern genre in which numerous outlaws were run out of town for fooling with the sheriff's wife. If a batsman was dismissed 
without scoring he was out for a "duck" - the shame of not scoring (when scoring is so important to adolescent boys and mid¬ 
dle-aged male academics) could not be registered in a more painful fashion, with the duck functioning as a symbol of sexual 
incompetence. The catalogue of sexual imagery associated with RC goes on and on, testifying to the deliciously Freudian nature 
of the game. 

That a game full of symbolic significance could be tamed, packaged, domesticated and turned into its opposite is a sad 
comment on postmodern culture and society. To move cricket indoors suggests a closure, a confinement of space conducive to 
bureaucratic managerial practice. With the triumph of androgyny - both men and women play - the rich sexual symbols associ¬ 
ated with RC disappear. RC was all about the construction of male sexual identity, while IC is all about itself. RC players and 

followers held to rigid sexual identities, whereas in the postmodern world of IC, 
sexual identity is contested (it must be said that much of this contestation is fake - 
Madonna, for example, simply can't distinguish between boys and girls). Some 
feminist theorists have greeted IC warmly but they forget that RC was no simple 
celebration of male sexuality. On the contrary, it contained an inchoate critique of 
male sexual domination which is precisely why the batsman would almost obses¬ 
sively adjust his protector between balls (as it were). 

Some modem cultural "critics" have written paeans of praise to IC and sug¬ 
gest that it functions as a counter-hegemonic cultural practice. They write vast 
tracts in support of such a theory without a shred of evidence. Blind to the facts, 
they live in a hermetic, self-referential world, a "closed universe of discourse (to 
borrow a term from Herbert Marcuse). Talking only to each other on the cultural 
studies circuit, they wallow in certainties that they themselves have manufac¬ 
tured. They play with surfaces and call it deep, they celebrate the transitory and 
label it permanent, they forget history and call it an act of remembrance. Most 
importantly, they play IC and consider it real. 

Bertolt Brecht once reckoned that the people who are still laughing have yet to 
hear the bad news. What he couldn't have known is they now have heard the bad 
news and that is why they are still laughing. In a postmodern world there is noth¬ 
ing else to do. 

*Lostina Biergarten is headmistress of the Frankfurt School and the author of a 
number of books, including History and Mass Unconsciousness. She is on the 
editorial board of the journal Dire Critics. 
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THAT FINE INTERTEXTUAL 


IRONY 


They (the paranoid), too, cannot regard anything in other people as indifferent, and they too, take up minute indica¬ 
tions with which these other, unknown, people present them, and use them in their "delusions of reference". The mean- 
ing of their delusions of reference is that they can expect from all strangers something like love. But these people show 
them nothing of the kind; they laugh to themselves, flourish their sticks, even spit on the ground as they go by- and one 
really does not do such things while a person in whom one takes a friendly interest is near. One does them only when one 
feels quite indifferent to the passer-by, when one can treat him like air ; and considering, too the fundamental kinship 
concepts of the 'stranger' and 'enemy', the paranoiac is not so far wrong in regarding this indifference as hate, in con¬ 
trast to his claim for love. 

Freud: Some Neurotic Mechanisms in Jealousy, Paranoia and Homo-sexuality. 
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Fear and loathing in the last 
century. New York and the epi¬ 
centre of cultural configuration 
lives with the celebration of gay 
and lesbian culture. People like 
Eartha Kit, Indigo Girls, k.d 
Lang, Melissa Etheridge, Liza 
Minelli and Barbra Streisand 
entertained day and night with 
over 9000 events taking place all 
over New York. Spectre and 
spectre conjure up images of 
seething masses running races to 
the leather bars all night party 
poofs. Shame the shackles of love 
are only let loose once in a while 
Olympics. 

This gay Olympic unlike the 
straight configuration does not testify to a medal count that seeks out a discourse of division. Unity of pur¬ 
pose is what the gay Olympic flag is a commemoration of. The rainbow flag of collective spirit flights with 
the height of the Athenian gods. Something that Shane Gould or Dawn Fraser would have up their sleeves. 
Something the straight world of control and fabrication should swallow. Take a deep breath and dive, the 
whole concept of difference swims through this quagmire of competition. With the emphasis on this differ¬ 
ence the twenty six mile marathon through Central Park for a moment steps over the illusion that the para¬ 
noid were not searching the streets for a victim. What pleasure there is derived from the system of difference 
is strictly coded in the arena of sport. Quotes like 'in the spirit of fair competition' fill Olympic air with the 
fever of contrariety. Not so in this New York summer. Controversy arose over the actual and rebel parade 
through the streets. The coincidence of the Stonewall remembrance celebrations and the gay games marked 
out with ropes and time travel television homo heaven marched triumphant up Fifth Avenue with the muti¬ 
nous activists winning the day and literally millions following the path that the queens took in those leg¬ 
endary riots. Politics yes, the same positioning as posited in the Stonewall riots in New York some twenty 
five years ago was relished by some stalwart queens for whom memory bears the grin of significance. Ana 
that significance is no stranger. 

The next Olympics are to be held in 1996 in that delightful old city of Amsterdam where tolerance to oth- 
i trie 


ers has long been the difference. 



Milwl Fitnicnux is a Si/dnei/ based Artist and Writer 
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SPORTING RECORDS:- 

One betting man’s opinion 

START OF PLAY: 

Very early this century when 
American vaudeville star Jack 
Nortworth wrote the best seller 
"Take Me Out To The Ball 
Game"the message was clear.Sport 
and popular music could cohabit quite suc¬ 
cessfully. There has been no shortage of tunes 
celebrating all variety of sport ever since. And 
far to many about surfing.. 

In this article Peter Pritchard will investigate 
the Sporting Top Forty:-What about the 
sports men and women themselves?Have 
they been able to cross the career line from 
sport to popular music with anything like the 
success that so many had crossing from sport 
to film?(O.J where are you?)Has the music 
fraternity been creative in it's efforts to praise 
the sporting hereos.or merely been trying to 
make a fast buck from the fame of others? 

All we've got to go on are the 
recordings.List One: the vocal efforts of 
sporting heroes themselves . Then after the 
break we'll return to play with List Two: 
the treatment of our heroes by popu¬ 
lar musicians.The lists compiled don't 
claim to be definative - just one 
man's betting opinion. 

FIRST HALF: 

Played hard, sung good songs record 
-ed by sporting heroes 

Considering that Americans have almost sin¬ 
gle-handedly invented the racket of 'mer¬ 
chandising', it's hard to believe that their 
homegrown sporting champions have not 
been waxing lyrical on wax since the time of 
Babe Ruth. However, very few recordings by 
American sporting greats have to my knowl¬ 
edge surfaced in this country. The only two 
included here are by Black American Boxers- 
the Great Cassius Clay, and one of the con¬ 
tenders he defeated along the way Ernie 
Terrel. I have'nt heard Clay's "I Am The 
Greatest":, since it was given airplay back in 
the sixties.Recorded before he changed his 
name to Muhammad Ali, I remember it as a 
cut up of some of Clay's pre-fight poetry 
that,in retrospect,sounded unlike rap. I seem 
to remember that Clay also recorded some 


popular songs of the 
time."STAND BY ME" 
rings a bell. A reissue 
of his recorded work is 
long overdue. Six foot 
six Ernie Terrel has 
been mercilessly 
thrashed by Clay/Ali 
in 1967. His sister 
Jean became lead 
singer for the 
Supremes in 1970 
when Diana Ross 
ditched her partners 
to pursue megastar¬ 
dom. Jean however 
had left the supremes 
by 1973 and her duet 
with Ernie and the 
Heavyweights was part of 
their attempt to breath 
life back into a pairof 
flagging careers. 
Like the record,their 
attempt failed. 


1ST 


# 


I Thank you. ..Lionel Rose... Festival 7"-1970 
I'm an Individual... Jacko Raw Prawn 7"- 1985 
Danny Boy... Frank Hyde... Parlophone 7"- 1973 
I need a lot of lovin.. .Rocky Gattelari Parlophone 7"-1966 
The Letter... Eric Grothe.. Studio one LP.'Footy Favourites"-1979 
Help Me Make It Through The Night... John Cootes.. Festival 7-1972 
Here Come The Aussies... Australian Cricket Team,1972... 

Penny Farthing 7"-1972 

We Got The Whole World In our Hands. ..Nottingham Forest 
with Paper Lace: ..WB7"-1978 
'Ave A Go Mate Johnny Raper E7W/ 7"-1977 
Grandpa's House Ernie&Jean Terrel 
With The Heavyweights ...CALLA 7"\1970s 
My Brain Hurts... Jacko... RAW PRAWN 7-1985 
Blue Is The Colour.. Chelsea Football Team... Penny Farthing 7-1972 
Summertime All Around The World... Pam & The Passions... HOT 7"-l984 
I Only Take What's Mine. ..Warwick Capper... 7-1986 
Take Us To The Top. ..Jason Martin. ..7"-1991 
I Am The Greatest... Cassius Clay ...7"-1964 
Sloop John B... Welsh Rugby XV. ..Evolution LP: 

"The other side of the Dragon"-1980 
Head Over Heals In Love . Kevin Keegan&Smokie RAK 7"1979 
Bake Home English World Cup (soccer) Squad 7 -/970 



Equally influenced 

by the 60's peace and love, to put down 
their gloves and pick up a microphone, 
were to Australian boxers-Rocky Gattelari in 
1966 and Lionel Rose at the decade's end. 
Gattelari's recording was a big studio produc¬ 
tion featuring variety show regulars The 
Flanagans for vocal support and Sydney band 
the Questions for the music. The Questions 
lead singer in the late 60's was Doug 
Parkinson. Gattelari's thick Italian accent 
ensured that he never made another 
record,although this 
obviously did'nt deter 
World Bantamweight 
champion Lionel Rose 
when he picked up 
not only a microphone 
but a guitar. He had 
instant success. 

Next time you're 
listening to 
H.G&Roy call a 
State of Origin 
game and they 
spare us some 
horrid version of 
the national 
anthem by playing 
Lionel Rose's "I Thank 
You" , just try and 
imagine that this track 
was a No.1 written by 
Johnny Young. It was 
so huge that Rose 
must have gone to 
forging a career out of 
it. Within two years he 
was touring with 
Ashton's Circus as a 
singing 
boxer. Althoughthe 
Australian press has 
tried to paint him as a 
loser ever since, Lionel 
lives every State Of 
Origin night when 
H.G. introduces 
the'real'national 


anthem. 

In 1972 the Australian Cricket team went 
one better than Rose. They not only had a 
top 20 hit in Australia with their boys-own 
singalong,they also made the British charts. 
It's easy to understand how the once sedate 
game of cricket would have discouraged play¬ 
ers from pursuing any form of showbusi- 
ness,but one wonders why this sort of success 
was never followed up. "HERE COMES THE 
AUSSIES" may be boring shit but all we've 
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Rod, after all, did Like Cootes, he became afflicted with the TV 

come close to a career advertising bug, recreating his real life naked- 

as a soccer player in but-for-a-bowler-hat exploits to sell tyres. The 

the early 60's. The record"Ave A Go Mate" sounds like a TV ad. 

Welsh Rugby teams And now he's an Australian selector? At least 

version of "SLOOP he's never selected North's half Jason Martin. 

JOHN B'was recorded Probably heard young Jason's prayer'Take Us 

at the legendary To The Top", recorded during one of North's 

R o c k f i e I d predictably ill-fated mid-season surges and 

Studios(Dave scrubbed the name completely. 

Edmunds,NickLowe)in 

Wales, but is so So can sport and music meld? 
appalling that ten sec¬ 
onds into it your'e Does the equation have to equal=crap? 
convinced it's just Perhaps the answer lies with the 'Guru'-Eric 

another soccer team Grothe. Records will show that in 1979 Ecka 

that they've put played with Parramatta, who did well, reach- 

'Rugby'stickers over ing the semis. Guru went on of course, to the 

the word 'soccer'. greatest wing-three quarter of the modern 

Nevertheless , all the era. In 1979 he also recorded a version of the 

British soccer singles "Letter" for a record advertising beer. He 

listed here were hits played guitar and sang passably well despite 

in the UK. "Back the ridiculous disco arrangement. In the 

Home" was a No.1 "Who's Who of Australian Rock", Grothe is 

hit. This sort of sue- listed-as the guitarist for the Lime Spiders in 

cess has generally 1979. And he's still walkin' around with the 

evaded Australian arse out of his pants, 

footy stars. The only 

one to have a Top 40 We appear to have entered the danger peri- 
hit was Australian od-that tricky patch before half-time. So I 

Rules player Mark concentrate on the game and see if you can 

Jackson who had predict who'll be making the big hits in the 

already begun to earn second half, 

a quid on TV as the 
eternally irritating 

Jacko His two singles SPORTING RECORDS 


heard since Packer took over cricket are the 
Mojo singers reinventing “C'mon Aussie 
C'mon" on what feels like a yearly basis. 
Maybe it's in the contracts the boys sign with 
Kerry! 

The only time I ever met one-time world 
surfing champion Pam Burridge.l was in a 
queue at the then Newtown Leagues Club. 
My girlfriend and I were there to see the 
screening of a documentry about girl 
groups. Pam was with Celibate Rifles frontman 
Damien Lovelock and they were there for the 
same reason.We ended up sharing a table 
and it was obvious that Damien particularly 
wanted Pam to see the footage of the great 
Shangri-Las. Within six months Pam and the 
Passions recorded a single,dedicated on the 
sleeve to the Shangri-Las. The Passions were 
an all-star inner-city lineup featuring 
Lovelock, NickFisher(WetTax is, New 
Christs,Bughouse),Louise Elliot(Laughing 
Clowns, Saints), Bruce Calloway (Saints, Ed 
Kuepper) and Rob Bailey(original AC/DC),put 
together by Lovelock purely for this gig. Pam 
did well to keep her day job and eventually 
snared the world title. Damien is still frontman 
for the Rifles and a sports fanatic. 

After that it's basically a case of which footy 


are at least manic and 
essentially funny. Warwick Capper's solo 
effort is just boring. Yet both of these publici¬ 
ty seeking yobbos struck it rich off the field 
that they'd never been particularly great on. 

Rugby League players, however,have never 
had any qualms about making dickheads ^ 
of themselves. Frank Hyde set the ball 
in the early 70's. Even to my genera¬ 
tion Frank was more a commentator 
than an ex-football great. He had I 
replaced Reg Grundy as 2SM's league 
broadcaster in 1953. His football 
career reads like soap opera. All the 
1930's players actually had to reside(or 
pretend to reside)in the area which they rep¬ 
resented. 

Hyde was twice the subject of appeals to 
the Residential Appeals Committee:first so 
Balmain could get him from Newtown(he was 
living at the Rocks)and later Norths could 
stop him returning to Balmain. In another 
year he lived for 28 days in a Glebe hotel so 
he could qualify to play for Balmain. He cap¬ 
tained Balmain to a premiership win(YES!)in 
the year that World War Two broke out and 
he also captained NSW, but because of his 
suspension of all internationals for seven 
years, he never represented Australia. So he's 
taken it out on the rest of us with dreadful 


One Betting Man's Opinion 
In Part One of our article Peter Prichard 
began the sporting Top 40 with a none-too- 
serious run-down of the first half of play- a 
mighty collection of songs performed by 
sporting heroes. During the break, amidst the 
flurry of personalised entertainments of 
all varieties you were contemplating 

I the big hits of the second half. 

List Two: the treatment of our heroes 
by popular musicians- just one betting 
man’s opinions. 


SECOND HALF 
Fuck Art, PackThe Scrum: Songs 
About Sporting Heroes 

It would be nice to know when the very first 
paean to a sporting hero was ever recorded 
but in Australia the tradition almost certainly 
dates back to 1930 and "Our Don Bradman", 
which was written by Jack Hagan, who also 
wrote “Along the Road to Gundagai". The 
song was originally recorded by hillbilly singer 
Bob Molyneux. The version that survives by 
baritone Len Maurice was marketed on his 
company's budget label under the pseudo¬ 
nym Art Leonard. So how come something 



code do you follow? Football player's have versions of "Danny Boy "and "Green Green recorded over 60 years ago still enjoys the 
never been shy,they just can't sing. I could Grass of Home" ever since. currency that "Our Don Bradman" does 


give you a complete list of 20 songs recorded 
by British soccer players. These gits have a lot 
to answer for. The examples cited here that 
involve dead-boring pop bands Paper Lace 
and Smokie, are paticularly loathsome. Rod's 
musical effort with the Scottish team isn't 
much better, though at least the latin rhythm 
makes a change. 


Father John Cootes did represent at the 
highest level. He also punished us severely 
with talentless outpourings of country-tinged 
mediocrity. And that's not to mention nearly 
20 years of furniture commercials since he 
forsook the priesthood for a good woman. 
Johnny Raper was a high priest,nay,a God, on 
the football field but a mere mortal on vinyl. 


today? Its use by documentary makers has a 
lot to do with it It gets to the point a lot 
quicker than, for instance, Paul Kelly's 7 1/2 
minute homage "Bradman" (1986). But the 
real reason Leonard's song has survived better 
than any tribute songs about Australian sport¬ 
ing heroes recorded since, and indeed the 
reason why someone like Kelly would bother 


1ST 


Go Hyperno Go. ...Slim Whittle... W-TEL T- 1982 
Black Superman (Muhammad All) Johnny Wakelin. Astor T-1975 
Chang the Magic Dragon. ..Jimmy Hannan.. .RCA T- 1975 
Our Don Bradman. ..Art Leonard ..REGAL 78- 1930 
The Goondawindi Grey . Tex Morton... PICTURE 7'-1973 
Hurricane. ..Bob Dylan ..CBS 7"- 1975 
Ray Price's Injuries. ..The Yettis ...Not Those 7 -1986 
M-A-R-T-1-N-A...Phranc... ISLAND LP "I Enjoy Being A Girl" 1989 
Good On Ya. Cliff Young. ..Roly Parks & The Sole Burners... WIZARD 7"- 1983. 
The Jeff Fenech Song. ..Jay Justin... EMI 7"- 1986 
The Balmain Flash. ..Terry Gordon. .. JANDA 7"- 1980 
The Hero From The West 

(Tribute to Rodney Marsh).. Smoky Dawson... ATA T- 1983 
Paleface Adios... Johnny Tapp... M7 7"- 1977 
The Ballad of Lionel Rose. ..Rim D. Paul... PHILLIPS 7"- 1968 
Bruce Doull's Got a Brand New Pair of Boots. ..'Ken Bros’... 9 12"EP- 1984 
Steven Waugh Coodabeen Champions... IMPRESSIVE Cassette. 

"The 2nd Cricket Album" 1989. 

Catfish... Bob Dylan CBS CD Box "The Bootleg Series- 1991 
Chalk Dust- The Umpire Strikes Back. ..The Brat. ..HANSA 7"-1982 
Lillian Thompson. ..Richard Stilgoe . E/W/ 7"- 1977 
Magic Johnson. ..Red Hot Chilli Peppers EMI LP: "Mothers Milk"- 1989. 


to record a song about a cricketer who retired 
some forty years before, is simple. There has 
only ever been one Bradman, and he's not 
even dead yet. 

On the subject of cricketers, my other per¬ 
sonal favourites are Smoky Dawson's self- 
penned "The Hero of the West”, a truly 
dreadful tribute to Rodney Marsh; British 
cabaret performer Richard Stilgoe's entendre- 
ridden accolade to Dennis Lillee & Jeff 
Thomson, “Lillian Thomson'', and the 
Coodabeen Champions' "Steven Waugh", 
written by Greg Champion, who had earlier 
celebrated the Australian tradition of back¬ 
yard cricket with “I Made a Hundred (In the 
Backyard at Mum's)" (1987). 

Horse racing, the so-called "sport of kings' 
(i.e. the fat and wealthy) provides the 
only other truly nationbal Australian 
sporting icon to rival Bradman- Phar 
Lap. Unfortunately, if there has ever 
been a worthy tune penned to cele¬ 
brate Phar Lap's achievements, I 
haven't run across it. Certainly Hank 
Reynold's "Phar Lap" (1983), put out to 
coincide with the film of the same name, does 
not qualify. But for those who enjoy hearing 
animals whipped in pursuit of the dollar, there 
is no shortage of recorded material. The most 
commercially succesful would have to be 
"The Goondiwindi Grey", a top 3 hit for Tex 
Morton and the first picture disc ever pressed 
in Australia, the picture being that of champi¬ 
on racehorse Gunsynd. The song was also 
recorded by the Webb Brothers. A guy called 
Phil Hunt recorded another tribute entitled 
"The Grey that Grew on Bookie's Tears" 
(1973), but it was Tex Morton, a New 
Zealander, like most of Australia's champion 
racehorses, who had the big hit. 

Race-caller Johnny Tapp has almost forged 
another career recording songs about equine 
heroics, including "Luskin Star" (1977) and 
"Little Hondo"(1974) about pacer Hondo 
Grattan. This was also recorded by Ed Mackie. 
My personal favourite from Tapp's output, 
even though they basically all sound the 
same, is his tribute to another champion 
pacer of the 70's, Paleface Adios. All the 


aforementioned fanfares 
to our four-legged fame 
pale in comparison to 
Slim Whittle's story of 
the 1979 Mebourne 
Cup winner Hyperno. 
Whittle(Mitchell 
Fairclough) headed 70's 
cabaret outfit the White 
Family, and was a stal¬ 
wart of Melbourne radio 
show "Punter to 
Punter", a definite fore¬ 
runner of the H.G. & 
Roy style of sports 
humour. He pulled out 
all the stops with lines 
like: 

Well Bart put 
Hyperno out to pasture, 
[They all reckon that 
he's no good now] 

All of his detractors say 
Hyfierno's just a plough 
horse, 

But I reckon de tractors 
should pull de plough. 

Detractors were common in the life of 
Muhammad Ali. Vet in the seventies it was 
commonly claimed that Ali was the best 
known person in the world. It is therefore 
understandable that he attracted the atten¬ 
tion of backyard tunesmiths trying to ride to 
fame on his back. Included amongst these 
were Edward Jackson's "Ali" (Australian com¬ 
position, 1970 something?); Swedish band 
Gungho's "Kinshasa 
Fight" (1976) which is 
an account of All's 
fight with Foreman; 
and Johnny Wakelin's 
retelling of the same 
fight with his Top 20 
hit “In Zaire" 

( 1 9 7 6 ). 

However it 
was Wakelin 
who was 
responsible for 
the most famous 
tribute song of the 
century with his chart 
topping" Black 
Superman", which 
included Ali's famous 
description of his mes¬ 
meric ring presence; 

“He floats like a but¬ 
terfly, And stings like 
a bee. " Let’s not for¬ 
get that "The Greatest 
Love of All" appeared 
in the 1977 film about 
Ali, entitled "The 
Greatest", where it 
was performed by 
George Benson long 
before Whitney 
Houston wrapped her 
tonsils around it. Ali's 
place in History, not 
just sporting history, is 
far too secure to be 
tainted by third-rate 
songwriters. It's a pity 


the same can't be said for Aussie boxing 
champions, who have been the target of 
some particularly dreadful efforts. 

Most notably are Jay Justin's "Jeff Fenech 
Song" and Kiwi balladeer Rim D. Pauli's 
"Ballad of Lionel Rose", sung to the tune of 
the Japanese song "Sukiyaki". Rose was also 
the subject of Geoff Brown's "Lionel Rose the 
Champion" (1968). In the field of popular 
music he would appear to be the most lauded 
Aboriginal Australian of the century. 

Any look at boxing in this musical context 
would not be complete without mention 
without mention of Bob Dylan's constant ref¬ 
erences to the 'manly art'. In 1964 Dylan 
devoted a whole verse of "I Shall Be Free No. 
10" to Cassius Clay, who was about to 
change his name to Muhammad Ali as he 
embraced the Black Muslim religion. Even 
earlier than this Dylan had explored the evils 
of boxing with "Who Killed Davey Moore?” 
(1963), which was considered too controver¬ 
sial for release at the time, although available 
for years on bootleg albums. It did not sur¬ 
face as an official release until the Bootleg 
series CD box was released in 1991. Another 
belated release on the same series was 
Dylan's tribute to star baseball pitcher 
"Catfish" Hunter, an outtake from the ses¬ 
sions for Dylan's "Desire" album (1976). Joe 
Cocker had covered it in the late 70's. 
Obviously even though the times were 
changing rapidly around him, the Zim found 
time to sit in the bleachers and marvel at the 
prowess of the sporting fraternity. The best 
known of Dylan's songs concerning those of 






the pugilistic persuasion is "Hurricane", which 
concerns the plight of contender Reuben 
"Hurricane" Carter. The picture sleeve of the 
7" single release could have been a cover of 
"Ring" magazine! 

It's been impossible for any of us to ignore 
the exploits of professional American athletes 
in the last 20 years and the big ones have 
been well looked after, particularly John 
McEnroe who made a habit of picking up his 
guitar and sitting in with whatever megastar 
was nearby at the time. The best of the tracks 


with a brand new cricketing P.M. and the 
America’s Cup under our arm, that within a 
decade a black American basketball player 
would be the most popular sportsperson with 
the teenagers of this country. The man who 
opened it up out here for the huge popularity 
of Michael Jordan and Shaquille O'Neil was of 
course Magic Johnson, immortalised by the 
then not-as-famous-as-they-became Red Hot 
Chilli Peppers. More about the LA Lakers gen¬ 
erally than just about Johnson, it includes the 
magic lines: 


the games played on earth - they play rugby 
union in heaven. League is the ultimate boof- 
head's game and the one I hold close to my 
heart. Being a Balmain supporter, Terry 
Gordon's tribute to former great Balmain and 
Australian winger Larry Corowa, "The 
Balmain Flash", is never far from my 
turntable. Hard to imagine someone writing a 
song about Steve Renouf now & introducing 
him as the "little coloured lad". Things must 
have changed. The song ends wonderfully 
with the lines: 


to take the piss out of McEnroe's antics 
was "The Umpire Strikes Back", record 
ed by a Pom calling himself the Brat. 

It’s far superior to a local independent, 
release by Dean Monterey entitled I 
"Superbrat'' (1981?). Whereas each 
of these tracks , the former a rap in the 
Morris Minor mode and the latter a flim 


M-A-G-l-C Magic of the buck 
Other teams pray for dreams 
But he don't give a fuck. 

THREE QUARTER TIME: 
Following Ten Minutes in 
the Sin-Bin for Bad Language 


He's wiry and he's small 
And he's won the hearts of all, 
We'll pay a special tribute with 
this song 

And to his proud parents Carol 
and Tom... 

I do like a song that manages to work 
the parents in . 


sy pre-teen warble, concentrate solely on the 
manners of a man who felt compelled to 
abuse the unpaid while he accumulated mil¬ 
lions. Phranc's homage to "M-A-R-T-l-N-A" 
concentrates solely on the fact that 
Navratilova indeed was "the greatest in the 
world today". Despite mentioning Nancy 
Lieberman and Judy Nelson, the lyrics enable 
the song to be interpreted either as a tribute 
to a great lesbian. Either way the song owes 
something to Meg Christian's seminal (for 
want of a better word) "Ode to a Gym 
Teacher" (1974) which appeared on the very 
first album ever released by pioneering lesbian 
label Olivia Records. 

Who would have thought back in 1983, 


A band called Roly Parks & the Sole Burners 
demands inclusion in any list. Their dedication 
to Sydney-Melbourne marathon winner Cliff 
Young is as outstanding a piece of rubbish as 
you'd ever want to hear, noting as it does 
that: 

If Cliff had been born with four legs, 
He'd have won the Melbourne.... 

Well if Cliff Young had thrown a 

saddle on his back 

He'd have passed for old Phar Lap. 

The whole thing does sound like an Ampol 
ad but it's audacious to see a tribute to some¬ 
one as old as Young was at the time he 
became a national identity. 

Aussie Rules must appeal to some people. 

How else could "Up 
there Cazaly" by the 
Two Man Band have 
been such a hit in 
1979? Must say the 
attraction escaped me, 
and still does. Not so 
with an independent 
12" EP released by the 
'Ken Bros' in 1984: 
four tracks about aeri¬ 
al ping-pong including 
the delightfully awful 
"Bruce Doull's got a 
New Pair of Boots." 
Apparently Doull 
retired in 1986 after 
playing 359 games for 
Carlton, and probably 
after hearing this 
verse: 

Number eleven 
belongs to Bruce 
Doull 

Before Bruce it 
belonged to John 
Could 

John designed his 
boots himself 

But Bruce just 
buys them off the 
shelf. 

I haven't heard a song 
about rugby league 
boots better than that. 
Which finally brings us 
to the greatest game 
of all - greatest of all 


"Chang the Magic Dragon" was a Top 40 
hit for smiling Jimmy Hannan. It celebrates 
one of the greatest league players I've ever 
seen in action-Graeme Langlands. The song is 
a real dog though and was released in the 
month that Chang played his last game for St. 
George, beaten 36-0 by Easts in the Grand 
Final, a defeat that's virtually been blamed 
ever since on Langland's choice of white foot¬ 
ball boots for the game. More likely he heard 
this record before the game, couldn't get it 
out of his head and it drove him to distrac¬ 
tion, and later to the Phillipines! 

"The Legend of Dally M” (1980) was writ¬ 
ten & produced by former Hush guitarist Les 
Gock, and almost deserves a place here, but 
it's nice to conclude with a songabout a foot¬ 
ball player I could never stand. So I've decid¬ 
ed on "Ray Price's Injuries" by the Yettis, an 
obscure mid-80's independent release. 
Surrounded by the type of noise that quite 
often passed for music in Surry Hills back 
then, a Jimmy Olsen-type voice lists year and 
injury, year and injury, going back to Price's 
days as a Rugby Union plyer: 

1969: broken bones in hand... 

1971: broke two thumbs 
1972: Chest injuries... 

May ‘73: twelve stitches in hand 
November '75: underwent hernia 
operation. 

discovered symptoms when he read a 
magazine article.. 

And on, and on, peeling Mr. Perpetual 
Motion back to the bare bones. Wonder if 
Ray ever heard it - it might have broken his 
heart it too. 

Well that's the Sporty Forty. 

I would love to know of any other 
recordings by or about sporting identities. 

If you can fill in the gaps please write to: 
P.O. Box 168 Erskineville NSW 
2043. 

Remember, it's only been one betting 
man's opinion. 

And I haven't backed a winner in years. 
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O HISTORY 


May 7. 1994 was the last day 
in the life of Jason Hosking the 
17 year old Mildura Demons 
rover. Alter a torrid encounter 
with arch-rivals and reigning pre¬ 
miers Mildura Imperials. 
Hosking collapsed and died. 
Meanwhile, under threat from 
video-nasties. Reebok sponsored 
basket tossers and generational 
anomie the great code of Aussie 
rules struggles on deserting tradition for 
an uncertain future. 

Living in Sydney for the last 8 years has 
been a joy (for the most part) but on 
Saturday arvo a strange wave of nostal¬ 
gia overcomes the Mexican pioneer. 
Memories of Serge Silvagni on 3LO via 
some regional transmitter, kicking the 
Sherrin copy around the orange trees and 
dreaming of being a spoils commentator. 
Anyhow like all dreams you wake 
up...screaming in your sleep surrounded 
by the monotone of Rugby League. (And 
the thump of Legends bouncing basket¬ 
balls outside your window. Jeez I better 
have a cone and calm down. 

You can only really satisfy the ingrained 
need for fooly with a sabbatical in the 
southern sanatorium. At the risk of hav¬ 
ing a Kennel of a day I boarded the 9 pm 
Firefly to Spencer Street with visions of 
cold pots at the Lspy dancing in front of 
my eyes. The reality was even better, 
dreadlocked fans with political savvy 
discussing Althusser and Ablett in the 
same sentence regaling me with 
antipodean tales interspersed with juicy 
buds. 

Nirvana...and the Tigers are in the Eight. 

LONG LIVE AUSSIE RULES... 
AMEN. 
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It combined the best 
elements of basketball and 
soccer and 
surpassed both 


Eddie Greenaway interviews 
Helen Meyer former Triple J 
announcer, she is now the 
proud host of an Australian 
Football Show on Community 
radio station 2NBC-FM nestled 
in the bosom of the Narwee 
Baptist Church in Sydney’s 
Southern Suburbs. 

As I pick my way 
through the building reconstuc- 
tion of the Narwee Baptist 
Church it seems a far cry from the 
usual media associated with 
Australia’s national game Aussie 
rules as it is known up here north 
of the Murray. Apparently the 
Church was burnt down in May of 
1992 in a fire which seems to have 
been started by an intruder.This 
explains the state of the premises 
and the security precautions. Once 
inside I am met by my charming 
subject Helen Meyer redhaired 
with sparkling eyes and an infec¬ 
tious laugh Meyer is an old hand at 
the radio game. A long time 
announcer on Triple J where she 
also presented a football segment, 
Meyer has been at 2 NBC for 3 
years and seems at ease in the 
studio with the dulcet tones of 
American evangelist Chuck 
Swindoll presenting his “Insights 
For Living” to the listening commu¬ 
nity of Baptists and assorted 
Christians in NBC’s target area 
(Canterbury, Hurstville, Kogarah, 
Marrickville and Rockdale.) 

Eddie: How long have you been 
a fan of Australian football 

I developed my inter¬ 
est in the game from about the age 
of fifteen from watching the VFL 
match of the day on TV. It com¬ 
bined the best elements of basket¬ 
ball and soccer and surpassed 
both in my eyes they scored more 
than in soccer but less than in bas- 


2NBC-FM 

90.1 on the FM Band 
Great Fun! 
Thursdays 9.30pm 
THE MEYER STAND 
Helen Meyer ; Michael Clift 
& Reg ular Gues ts. 


ketball. Then I moved from Sydney 
down to Melbourne and my pas¬ 
sion for the game naturally 
increased. 

Eddie: What inspires a former 
Triple J announcer to host a 
footy show on a suburban com¬ 
munity station? 

Well, I’d covered footy 
for years at Triple J and when I 
came to 2NBC I used to do a 4 1/2 
minute segment on my show. One 
day I realised that there was a 
local league, I talked to Craig 
Davis (General Manager for the 
NSW AFL former North 
Melbourne, Carlton and 
Collingwood star forward) and the 
next minute I had expanded the 
segment to a whole show. We 
adopted the local club St. George 
and Michael Clift the superboot 
star full forward became my co¬ 
host. 

Eddie: Has NBC and the 
St.George area in general, any 
history in the game? 

There was no history 
of Aussie rules coverage at NBC 
but they have a sports desk with 
champion lawn bowler Cedric 
Smith (famous from ABC-TV Lawn 
Bowls show Jack High”) and 
Damien Creighton featuring bowls 
and rugby league. St. George is of 
course famous for its rugby team 
and the SFL Saints get little atten- 
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tion by comparison. St.George RL 
did send the Saints a supporting 
message before last years Grand 
Final which of course they lost 
and we won ! 

Eddie: Who are some of your 
favourite players in the AFL and 
in the local competition? 

Tony Lockett, Nicky 
Winmar and Gavin Wanganeen, 

In the local comp Michael Clift and 
Grant Bartholomeaeus from St. 
George and Robbie Kerr and Neil 
Cordy from the East Sydney 
Bulldogs. (Only having watched a 
season and 1/2 of Sydney 
Footbailthese are the ones that 
stand out for me!) 

There has been a huge injury toll 
in the SFL this year. (As my visit 
to the St. George clubhouse after 
the game amply testified with 
numerous crutches, strappings 
and slings in evidence. The game 
is played with intensity at all lev¬ 
els.) 

Eddie How do you rate media 
coverage of the code fill NSW? 

Well Pm reaBy grateful 
for the coverage provided by 
Channel Seven. The Sydney 
Morning Herald is a big problem. 
The Australian is the only daily 
with a reasonable coverage the; 
local press in the St. Georg^ area 
can’t provide much coverage of 
the St. George club due to epece 
constraints. 

Conversely however the paucity 
of media coverage means that * V 
stations suclf as NBC can inter¬ 
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stroke and no one in the media 
believed they could win . I picked 
the Saints to win on Triple J and 
made a bet with the Royal Aust 
Navy. And of course the rest is 
history. We won and the navy 
mounted (Rock Writer) Clinton 
Walkers' Saints jumper that he 
had worn to the victorious 1966 
Grand Final as a 10 year old kid 
on their official crest in the har¬ 
bour at Wolloomooloo. 

Eddie: How do you see the 
future of Australian Football in 
NSW? 

I’m confident that the 
code can expand in NSW. It 
needs to get into the schools how¬ 
ever to really get a go on. One 
idea that I think would be worth 
trying is for the Swans to reserve 
a bay at the SCG exclusively for 
school kids thus getting them to 
experience the game first hand 
once they get a taste they’ll be 
hooked. In short it’s a real back to 
basics thing there are no quick 
fixes. In the mid 80's there were 
crowds of 25-30,000 so there is a 
support base however trying to 
Orttulate the Edelsten era won’t 
work we need to develop local 
heroes with talented young 
recruits. 

Sydney has to stop being an 
unwanted adoptee and become 
SydneyVown kid. One area 
wfegsh I feel needs attention in this 
uniform and nick- 
naira of the club. Sydney shoutef 
" tfS Bloods and play.in an 

all blood red strip with an SFC \ 
logo (like Carltons CFC) oq the 
; Jhe Swan nibkname is all 
about Albert Park and has nothing 


ins it^^|^;the Moore Park 
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at the SCG. 

Eddie: How do you stand on the 
“traditional” club versus 
national competition controver¬ 
sy? 

A bit of both really as a died in the 
wool St. Kilda fan I really love and 
support the traditional clubs from 
the VFL but the other half of me 
loves the excitment provided by 
superstars such as Chris Lewis, 
Modra (?) etc provided by the new 
superteams like the Eagle and the 
Crows(?). 

Eddie: If you were the AFL 
Commissioner for a day what 
changes if any would you 
make? 


What a great ques¬ 
tion! Well I would sack myself first 
of all then I would decree that 
Umpires would be consistent and 
I would put a stop to the vendet¬ 
ta against the former VFL 
clubs and finally I’d get Paul Kelly 
to sing at the Grand Final 
Eddie: Women are increasingly 
a prominent force in Sporting 
media i.e Tracy Holmes, Elle 
McFeast, Johanna Griggs and 
Debbie Spillane, do you see 
this trend continuing? 


Yes. Women are gain¬ 
ing increasing prominence in 
every field of life. It’s very hearten¬ 
ing to see women in official posi¬ 
tions within the Sydney Football 
League clubs, e.g. St. George has 
a female secretary, East Sydney 
has a woman as their trainer. 
Pennant Hills has a female 
Trainer and Western Suburbs has 
a woman asTimekeeper 


Eddie: Can Dermie and Kickett 
do for Barassi’s Swans in the 
90’s what legendary veterans 
Doug Wade, Stan Alves, 
Cable and Garry 
.^pfempsey did for Barassi’s 
f'Roos in the Seventies? 


\ No. Dermot is a waste of time 
| same old hype agressive and 
fspiteful. As I mentioned earlier we 
%eed new young heroes of our 
%vn not recycled stars past their 
tUst from other clubs. 

fife: How do you respond 
! Rugby League fans and 
$yb%ysiders in general rub¬ 
bish IjMstralian football. 

I kneJ|gp them.bite their heads 
off, kill tnMf children and get them 
sacked fr«th|ir jobs. 




C OME INS PINNER. 


by MORTFIST. 


Hfelt good. I was confident. I was hunting 
heads, it was Anzac Day, the two-up had start¬ 
ed and I was the next spinner. 

The familiar feel of the kip in my hands 
brought a rush of welcome memories. 

There were those family parties when we 
were kids gathered around the keg listening in 
wonderment to our uncles regale us with tales 
of stirring deeds. 

Our favourite was the one about John 
Harper, who was one of the biggest radio stars 
in those pre-televi^** days of tfigf1950's. 
Harper woke one t$t*fein the middle of the 
night and headed dm«ifc : to Thomm&s$ Two-Up 
School in his pyjama&pdressing gO$vn and slip¬ 
pers. 

The call of thepgsrme can override normal::? 
dress rules andslS^one remarked? on the fact 
that Harper wasn't wearing a feat 

Harper was hunting heads that night and 
he got 17 in a row, picked up his winnings and 
walked through the cheering throng out the 
door and back to bed. 

We would beg to be told that story over 
and over. It was one of the truly great perfor¬ 
mances in the history of Australia's national 
game. 

The origins of the two-up are obscure. 
Some pommies claim it is based on a 16th cen¬ 
tury Cornish game, but that is ancient history 
and it doesn't really anymore; OS for the 

last twqsyears or so l&hfcS been ansintegral part 
of the Jives of Australians. 

Use lives of working-class Australians at 
least Aossies have always liked a punt but at 
theitum of the century the admission price to 
the races was more than the average weekly 
wage SO only the toffs and the squattocracy 
could follow the noddies in person. 

The ordinary blokes had to look elsewhere 
for some action. Illegal totes like John Wren's 
legendary one in Collingwood, SP bookies and 
two-up games were the alternatives of choice. 

Two-up became the most popular because 
it was honest, it was fair and you had an even 
chance of winning. 
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Two coins tossed in the air. Heads or tails. 
You back the spinner or you bet against him. 
Simple. 

It's been known as Swy since World War I. 
This is a variation of Zwei, the German word 
for two; a linguistic corruption that has been 
part of our language for generations. 

However I wasn't ruminating etymologi¬ 
cally as I waited for my turn to toss. I was 
going back over my preparation for the game. 

The previous night I had re-read Tiger 
D'Reflly^ autobiography to get that wrist Spin¬ 
ning actiorrdown right ; 

About noon on Anzac Day I had been in 
the alley behind the pub having a practice 
swing. It was looking good, confidence was 
building. 

Was there a hint of a swagger as I strolled 
from the pub alley to the K&L? I don'fcknow for 
sure but I wouldn't be surprised, 

I was ready for the ring. 

The boxer's cry "Come in Spinner!" sent 
the adrenalin racing even though I was only a 
spectator. A dapper grey-haired gent resplen¬ 
dent in medals was the spinner. 

As I watched him throw seven heads in a 
row I was explaining the rules of the game to a 
lady in the crowd. 

Admitting women to the Swy is a recent 
development. For decades they had been 
barred. 

The baftiwas lifted on one memorable eva¬ 
sion in the early 1950's. A triopf female singers, 
famous American recording Stars of the war 
years*; weres&fclring Australia and wanted to 
check out the game. 

Because Of their celebrity they were admit¬ 
ted to ThomiBO's despite the management's 
doubts. 

The punters were impressed by their glam¬ 
orous entrance. So were the bouncers. 

Particularly one chucker-outer who said to 
one of the visiting stars that he presumed that 
some carnal thing or another was out of the 
question. When the star smilingly said that of 
course it wasn't out of the question, he immedi¬ 
ately responded. In full view of the punters. 

After that women were again barred from 
Thommo's. Not for reasons of prudery but 
because they tended to distract the staff 
from their duties and the punters Itom the 
game. 

There was nothing like that at the game 
this year. Just as well I suppose* I hate bring 
distracted. 

Especially when it's my turn to toss. 

I entered the ring and was looking at the 
crowd with a cool even stare as I waited for 
the centre to be set and the side bets to go 
on. 

"Hang on a minute", I said, "There's 
something funny going on. " The boxer had 
places three coins on the kip. 

Three coins in the fountain I knew about 
but three coins in two-up was not only 
arithmetically inaccurate, it was foreign to 
the traditions of a game based on a pair of 
pennies. 

"It's the way we play it here, mate. We get 
a result every time. Come in Spinner!" 

Automatically I responded to his call. Two 
steps then a roll of the wrists and the coins 
went spinning skywards, the shiny heads 
reflecting the lights of the club's auditori¬ 



um. A pret- . 

ty, almost ^ op! 1 

poetic sight. 

"He's 
headed 
'em!" shout¬ 
ed the boxer, 
as if any 
other result 
was possi¬ 
ble. I smiled 
knowingly 
to myself. 

Harper had 
done it, so 
could I. 

While the bets went on for the second spin, 
I thought about this change to three coins. A 
result every spin, sure, but what about the dra¬ 
matic building of tension that comes with the 
two-coin game? 

I don't know how many times Harper 
onced 'em that summer of the seventeenth 
head but he must have done it a few times. A 
no result toss always brought a communal 
exhalation of breath followed by a burst of 
excited chatter until the quiet before the spin. 

Nervous laughter, exchanged glances and 
the chance for another side bet and then "Come 
in Spinner!" 

I sent them spinning a second time, 

"lie's headed'em!" 

Ofcourse* what did they expect? Harper in 
Heaven was watching, l knew. He'd never 
backed tails his life. 

' Head 'em again and I CCruld take the Centre, 
gracefully handing the lap to the next spinner. 
But no. Harper didn't stop at three * ; he kept 
going. So would I. 

Confidence is the key to the game. 
Knowing that your spinning technique is as 
automatic as it is accurate, is the essential part 
of head spinning. 

For the third time I sent them skywards. 
Another fine toss with the coins spinning in 
unison above my head, close together but not 
touching, the crowd knew they were watching 
a pro. 

Someone they would cheer. 

Ybtiishould have hear&ifce cheer thatswent 
up when the boxer cried "He's tailed 'em?" 

Those mongrel tail betters were laughing 
as they grabbed their winnings, completely dis¬ 
regarding the feelings of os head hunters. For 
us it was like hearing that Phar Lap had died 
again. 

I passed the kip to t next Spinner and 
headed to the bar. 

Stiff upper lip? No it was a stiff double 
scotch actually. Harper's record was still stand¬ 
ing which was more than I was by the end of 
the day. 

Not to worry, next year I'll back up again. 
I'll head'em for Harper one of these days. It's 
almost a patriotic duty. 


Mart Fist is a Sportsman, 
Journalist, Musician and 
Raconteur. He lives in Tamworth, 
Australia's Country Music 
Capital. 
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I can wield a cricket bat or run with a 

football, but 

^— uinely surf. Boogieboards were designed for us land dwelfers to c^|i|§£, 

of flying.surrounded by tons of water wanting to eat you Just lapping along most of 
^ppp^-— Australia's coastline (also W.A. I haven't forgotten you) is the cheapest thrill drug and the largest 

jwiPw^i^fl^^TUcken country, making other grounds pale in comparison.O.K. it doesn't have a ball or some strange phallic shaped object to bpld : ii|llow 
you to bash the shit out of somebody (there are exceptions to this rule when you steal some rough bastards wave) but what sport allows you to never fool 
hot, have a slash when you need to or feel excited when a mound of liquid power propells you, making you feel you are travelling at Mach 11I lived on the 
Gold Cpast the summer of 93/94 yet the time I spent travelling from Byron Bay (I hope there is some sensible development up .there!}to 
to imprinting my foot for the day in some ‘SEX WAX'.I asked for some help from Kristin,Ask and Glen to create^ 

...sport that has approximately 900,000 dedicated wave slashers supporting this classic Australian 
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What has made you keep surfing all 
these years? 

“ Searching for the ultimate surf, 
makes you feel like a free spirit" 

Has it changed your life? 

" Every aspect of my personal life from 
where I live .work, etc." 

What does it mean to you? 

" Going up the coast,travelling. It’s a 
lifestyle" 

Do you feel more women are becom¬ 
ing involved in the sport? 

" Not much difference. Well, we do 
have Austalian girls ranked high in the 
world" 

How does Photography & surfing as a 
medium worked for you? 

" Calling conditions,recording other 
guys in the water is a hard skill to learn 
and expensive. I love it!" 

How's your winter protection? 

" The older you get the thicker the 
wetsuit! When your a gromitt you 
don’t feel any pain " 

What's th.e most amazing situation 
your've witnessed? 

" Northshore Hawaii Pipeline 12 to 15 
foot moving mountains of water. I was 
in the water taking photos and cleaning 
my wetsuit afterwards" 

Most dangerous experience? 

" I nearly drowned in a cyclone swell at 
Avalon" 

Would you have liked to go pro? 

" No. There are naturals and people 
who have a go like any other sport" 
Have you surfed overseas other than 
Hawaii? 

France and Indonesia" 

Last words? 

" Words of wisdom, Do what makes 
you feel good!" 
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It all 
started 
when 
Michael 
was a 
youngster 
and saw 
'Back to the 
Future' with 
Michael J. 

Fox skating. 
As a result his 
mum bought 
him a proper 
skateboard. 
David at age six 
^ sighted the weirdest 
thing, kids flying 
down the street on 
peices of wood, 
and he made his 
dad put a board 
together for 
him. 
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"west line" which is a pretty hip way to what 's sp otvS °I med s ° 
put it, and like other serious skate- • 1 ^ 

boarders are drawn to the city. Both did 
the move ,"You have to move into the 
city, there's marble in the city there's no 
marble where we come from/' and this 
is because /'marble - you can slide it 
grind it, it's the best." Technically the 
law says they're not allowed to skate in 
the CBD, if the cops do appear they 
simply depart or do the "yes sir, no sir." 

Basically they skate mainly on the city 
streets or do spot skating which 
involves repetitive "tricks" . Tricks are 
amazing to watch, there are some over¬ 
whelming flash second contortions that 
tend,to rnake the wn4ka|ebo$rd|f feeli 
alir^gly self pr&ective; , 
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but you get real sore as well,"says 
Michael. Interestingly enough David is 
sporting a few good looking scabs. The main 
injuries sustained from skateboarding that these 
two have experienced are sprains, stretches and 
“when you smash your balls on a handrail, or your 
head on the ground.” Michael in a matter of fact 
tone relates a broken wrist and a snapped finger 
which he wavers in the air. David remembers an 
incident where his head met the concrete and 
bounced, “I caught my head in my hands.” A 
“fully dizzy" time was to be had. In case 
you’re wondering^ these guys don’t 
wear helmets, 


whoever 


wbil® 
coul^ 


it 


Time for some terminology. Skaters are often heard to say "sick" or "rad" and they use their own "trick" words. "Sick"means 
good and "rad" kinda goes with dude - the american Bill and Ted type talk. They make up words too. Here are the tricks,"if 
you see a skater do a kick flip-it's when their board spins over; you can do it either direction kick flip or heel flip then you 
put a shove it so its kick flip with a varial then the 360flip and then you can just nose slide 180 nose grind , blunt slide, tail 
slide,"., sounds like hang ten is out. "and a switchdance you're just learning to be ambidextrous." Okay then. 

sick is good. 
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Of course skateboarding is fairly international. Apparently the place in Paris to go is under the 


Skating 

[\etVving 


that 


Eiffel Tower when it's drained out Is there water undi 
Australia in the 1970's when skateboarders would go looking 
drained a few pools themselves, but all the pools these days 


'David works 5 days a week to sup- 

f ort Fits lifestyle and goes skating 
or 3 hours daily after work which 

snaps him out of the drudgery. 
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Listen , I call you all. 

Show your cards all players. 

Pay it all pay it all pay it all back. 
Play it all play it all play it all back. 
For all to see. In Times Square. 

In Piccadilly. 

William Burroughs 

Watch new blood on the 18 inch screen 
The corpse is a new personality 
Ionic charge gives immortality 
The corpse is a new personality 
Guerrilla war struggle is the new 
entertainment Guerrilla war 
struggle is the new entertainment — 
Gang of Four 


RIOT-CAM ^ 

There were some 
nervous officials in 
Beijing and in Sydney, vr 
waiting for what to them 
was a very important deci- 
sion. The International 
Olympic Committee had 
before it bids to hold the 2000 
Olympic Games from Istanbul, 
Manchester, Berlin, Beijing and 
Sydney. I watched it live on TV, * 
drinking and thinking. My money 
was on Beijing. I was looking forward 
to the year 2000 blood sport grudge 
match of the millenia. 


£ 

\ 
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slo-mo replays and in the form of V 
'international public opin- V^, 

ion' give the thumbs up V. Vak 

— or down. The tele- 

games lately, its bound to become 
a major sports industry. Forget stump-cam 
and race-cam — we're talking riot-cam! The 
contenders for the blood sports image-bite 
awards each year top last year's in technical 
proficiency by a mile. Who could forget 
those crazy wobble-cam shots from the 
Bangkok coup — the camera slamming to 
the ground as the bullets fly overhead? Or 
the pure spectacle of a skyline on fire from 
f the LA riots — the dreamland of the 
world gone up in smoke? Or those 
wacky drug-fucked Somali gunmen, 


i J they choose, but conceding as 

\ /I few of the people's 

l\ fm 4 demands as possible 

1 jw and provoking as 

^ ew international 
sanctions as 
possible. 

|^ Police state 
^jgteams usu- 

ally win 
and draw 
short odds, 
but upsets 
^ are 

the 

sur- 
over the 
Czechoslovakia police 
state. He went on to an 
unspectacular career on the 
government team before retiring to 
write his memoirs of the game. Some of the 
best police state players used to play on the 
side of the people. All the veteran players in 
the Chinese police state side are former peo¬ 
ple's team players, who made it into the big 
league with a spectacular people's win in 
1949 over the scandal and injury plagued 
Nationalist police side. Their inside knowl¬ 
edge of the street moves have made them an 
unbeatable police state combo in the 
Chinese arena ever since. 


The last time world media attention con¬ 
nected its vectors to the Chinese capital, it 
left a bad taste in our mouths. Live via satel¬ 
lite we watched the People's Liberation 
Army play blood sports with the people of 
Beijing. The media came to watch Deng 
Xiaoping play diplomatic games with 
Gorbachev. What they got instead was ring¬ 
side seats to the people versus the state. I 
figured that if the media came to Beijing in 
2000 to watch the Olympics, they might just 
end up ringside again, for the people versus 
the state rematch of the century. 

It might have turned out like the 
Olympic Games in Seoul, where students 
packing home-made molotovs met police 
armed with tear gas in the media's global 
gladiatorial area. The students won that 
match — forcing some limited democratisa- 
tion on the Korean regime. The Chinese 
police state seemed willing to take the same 
gamble. Perhaps they figure their People's 
Liberation Army are more of a crack team 
than the Seoul riot police. 

In any case, what we are talking about 
here is a new global sport. The arena is the 
streets. The teams are the people vs the 
police state. The umpire is us — watching it 
all live on television. We watch the instant 


high on Quat and pulling down 
extra points for indiscriminate 
shootings of UN 'peacekeepers' 
+ and journalists, live via satellite 
+ from the horn of nowhere? 
* Forget Olympic track and 
field. Forget synchronised swim¬ 
ming. Global street blood sports is the 
new game to watch. Its the one sport where 
it's not how you play the game that counts, 
its whether you win or lose. 

MATCH PLAY 


So how do you play the game? The best 
way to learn is to follow some of the world's 
top teams, like the Beijing Municipal 
Authority, led by team captain Mayor Chen 
Xitong. They beat a heavy contender, the 
Beijing Student Movement,who's top play¬ 
ers Chai Ling, Wuer Kaixi and Wang Dan 
are all in permanent retirement after their 
all-the-way performances in the 1989 match. 

The object of the game is to control the 
streets. The people's street team aims to cre¬ 
ate as much chaos and disruption as possi¬ 
ble for as long as possible, attracting as 
much international attention to the griev¬ 
ance of their choice for as long as possible. 
The police state team has to restore law and 
order as quickly as possible by any means 


The first move in global street blood 
sport is to start the game. Match play offi¬ 
cially begins when the people's team takes 
the streets and gets the attention of the inter¬ 
national media. This classic move has been 
perfected by the Beijing students. Their tech¬ 
nique, much imitated by other street-teams 
is to get a positive feedback loop going with 
the international media. It works like this: A 
few thousand students demonstrate at 
Tiananmen; foreign journalists report it; 
Voice of America radio relays that report 
and amplifies it, saying that hundreds of 
thousands of students demonstrated; stu¬ 
dents pick up the broadcast, and while 
many of them are suspicious of the 
American versions of the event, it rings truer 
than the Chinese press reports, so it becomes 
a self fulfilling prophesy. Score one for the 
movement. 

This classic play is pretty much what 
happened in 1987, when the anniversary of 
the death of Zhou Enlai became the pretext 
for students to lay wreaths at the Monument 
to the People's Heroes in Tiananmen Square, 
and the game snowballed vainly and brave¬ 
ly until the police stepped in and wound up 
the match. "Even if these disturbances had 
been more widespread," team manager 



Deng Xiaoping told Japanese political sports 
personality Takeshita Noboru shortly after¬ 
wards, "they would have no effect on the 
foundations of our state or on the policies 
we have established." Score one for the 
police. 

If the police players can get the interna¬ 
tional media to go away, they win the match. 
If the street players can keep the media there 
long enough to get the police team to make a 
symbolic concession, they win. Of course the 
odds are always with the police team, but 
because match play can be highly unpre¬ 
dictable, its a lively betting game. 

FAMOUS PLAYERS 

Pictures of the greats of the game appear 
regularly in the sports section of the news¬ 
papers for fans to clip'n'swap. Warlord 
Aideed got promoted to a new position after 
his daring moves against the UN in the 1993 
Somalia arena. He made team captain when 
the media started calling him General 
Aideed. He even picked up some sponsor¬ 
ship money. The United States government 
flew him to the Ethiopian peace talks — all 
expenses paid. Of course we all know 
Aideed plays dirty, but so do the Americans. 


Tiananmen square arena. Its possible for the 
street team to win this award even if they 
lose the match, so long as the street team has 
a player skilled enough to capture the imagi¬ 
nation and sympathy of the umpire — the 
viewing audience at home. The guy who 
held up a line of tanks single-handed, armed 
only with a shopping bag, got a special men¬ 
tion. This was a daring move, particularly 
memorable because he appeared to be 
unaware that the cameras were on him. He 
missed player of the match status only 
because no-one remembers his name. 

THE OPENING MOVE 

Perhaps the hardest part of international 
media blood sports is picking when and 
how to make the opening move. There are 
two basic approaches for the people's team. 
One is to make an opening move which 
scores global media attention in its own 
right. This wins bonus points, but it has its 
draw backs. Rodney King scored heavily 
with his unexpected media beat-up, but the 
people's team were unprepared for the start 
of match play, and only held the streets for a 
short period of time. The LA police are one 
of the best equipped teams in the world. 
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^ helped by 

t the fact that 

their team captain, 
▼ Boris Yeltsin, played on 

the police side for years 
before defecting to play for the 
underdog Streeters. Moscow blood sport 
games tend these days to be full of compli¬ 
cated moves. It is difficult to know who is 
playing on which team or indeed which 
team is which. This makes Moscow play 
very exciting for seasoned media blood 
sport fans, but not a game to be watched or 
played by novices. Yeltsin's 1992 attack on 
the Russian 'White House' match is a case in 
point here. Commentators are still undecid¬ 
ed as to who played which side and who 
won. 

BEIJING '89 : Anatomy of a 
Classic Match 

So let's take a closer look at a classic 


A player and a sponsor just made for each 
other. He is definitely a player to watch. 
Keep an eye out for the Aideed line of run¬ 
ners from Nike with bullet proof steel caps. 
There will also be cross-trainer and head- 
kicker models. I hear Sega just signed him 
up, too. 

The reigning heavy-weight champion of 
the world is Rodney King, who single-hand¬ 
edly kicked off match play in the LA games 
with a cool duck-and-cover move, assisted 
by four white police players who fell for this 
trap and obligingly beating the shit out of 
him. The white jury at the trial of his police 
assailants also fell for King's sucker-punch. 
When the cops were aquitted the match was 
on for young and old, with heavy scoring by 
the street team with their incendiary 
approach to media attention seek¬ 
ing. Police chief Gates took a 
pounding in the early rounds and 
might have lost the match if 
President Bush hadn't stepped in 
with a sponsorship offer in the 
smoking twilight. 

Rodney King is up there with 
Chinese feather-weight legend Chai 
Ling, who perfect the on-camera 
hunger-strike move in the 1989 
Beijing match. She was particularly 
brilliant at making provocative on- 
camera moves in front of the inter¬ 
national media. Her "only when the 
square is washed in blood will the 
people wake up" speech earned 
bonus points for clocking up simul¬ 
taneous headlines on the five conti- | 
nents. But Chai's style of play also s 
had an equally touching pathos \ 

"How can I say such things?" she 1 
said to her interviewers during the Beijing 
match. "The students are so young. I feel 
responsible for them.". 

Chai was judged player of the match for 
leaving a cassette tape of her last words 
which was picked up by the global media 
even as the police hosed down the 


They have the whole city under helicopter 
surveillance and are a crack para-military 
force. They were too good even for the 
unusually well armed LA street team, who 
were even more disorganised than is usual 
on the street side of the game. 

The other approach is to let the police 
state open the arena and capitalise on the 
media attention with some well-planned 
street moves. The Seoul Olympics match is 
an example here. The people's team let the 
police side kick off by inviting the world 
media into the arena to cover the Olympics. 
The Korean Student Movement then stole 
the world's attention with some great molo- 
tov play. The Bangkok street style is similar, 
only in their case the people's side capi¬ 
talised on a military coup and the media 


attention that brought to the match. The 
same thing went down in Moscow with the 
attempted coup against Gorbachev. There 
the police side lost badly, incurring penalties 
when the coup leader appeared to physical¬ 
ly shake at a global media press conference. 

The street team won that match out¬ 


match: Beijing in 1989. The presence of the 
western media in Beijing for the Deng- 
Gorbachev summit provided a window of 
opportunity for the Beijing Student 
Movement team too good to miss. The 
world press had turned its attention to 
Beijing. Two American sports broadcasters, 
CBS and CNN had even set up their own 
satellite uplinks for live broadcasts of the 
summit, under contractual arrangements 
with the police state side. Here was an 
opportunity for the street players to experi¬ 
ment with the media feedback loop connect¬ 
ing Tiananmen square to the lounge rooms 
of millions around the globe, including poli¬ 
cy makers who considered Deng a liberal 
and the kind of 'opinion leaders' who made 
him 'Time man of the year' in 1985. 

So with the city full of senior corre¬ 
spondents and camera crews, the 
students unwittingly stole a pre-pre- 
pared arena from the police state 
side. They appropriated the potential 
for Tiananmen Square to become a 
giant information transmitter on a 
massive scale, and the networks 
were there to broadcast it live to the 
world. The police state intended 
Gorbachev to lay a wreath at the 
Monument to the People's Heroes in 
Tiananmen Square. They thought 
they were playing diplomatic ping- 
pong with their fellow police state 
players from Moscow. The students 
just stole the show and changed the 
name of the game from diplomacy to 
global street blood sports. 

The vector of information from 
Tiananmen Square to the world car¬ 
ried as its storyline, not Gorbachev 
and his wreath, but hunger strikers and slo¬ 
gans. The Student team stole the spectacle 
and made it their own. The police state 
opened this information circuit for their own 
purposes. The students just discovered how 
to appropriate it; how to piggyback their 
line out with the other signals. In the initial 





weeks of the demonstration, the police state 
discovered that by inviting in the foreign 
media to set up international satellite 
datalinks it had set up a logic bomb for 
itself: the instant relay of video signals 
became the vector along which 
the sport of popular dissent 
could travel, in the place 
of the sport of statist 
diplomacy. 

This vector of 
information from 
Tiananmen Square 

to the world is ^B^E 

relayed straight B^k 

back again via E^^k ^^EBBB 

informal fax net- 

works over the long 

distance phone lines ^ 

and on short wave 

radio services, con- 

tributing to other 

demonstrations elsewhere £ 6 ?' 

in the country. Suddenly, 

Beijing is as plugged in to the inter- 
national information network as it was pos¬ 
sible to be. No longer could repression be 
carried out behind a screen of silence. The 
game is on for young and old. 

Of course the police state team won in 
the end, but not before the people's side 
piled on bonus points for enthusiasm and 
martyrdom. Sports fans around the world 
wait with baited breath for the rematch. The 
people's side suffered many injuries and 
penalties in the match and will take a long 


time to recover. Many of its top players are 
either dead, in jail or in permanent retire¬ 
ment, but a few are in their coaching up a 
new people's side for the grudge match 
against the state. We may have to 
wait a long time for the pay 
back game, but it promis- 
es to be even 
than the State of 
Origin. 

SYDNEY 2000 

Of course Beijing 
r didn't win the 

2000 Olympics 
bid, so we won't 
get to watch a 
rematch at the 
end of the mil- 
The 

^Olympic window 
of opportunity will 
open in Sydney 
" instead. We're not too 

good at this sport yet. There 
was the 1973 Vehicle Builders 
Union riot in Melbourne. While a nice try for 
an inexperienced team, the Vehicle Builders 
didn't quite crack international media atten¬ 
tion, and hence didn't get the first point up 
on the board. There was the 1975 'maintain 
the rage' attempt, but that fizzled out too. 
The covert police state team scored well for 
pulling off a 'bloodless coup' which the rest 
of the world hardly noticed. The Hilton 
bombing remains a mysterious incident in 
the history of global media blood sports, as 


it is still not clear which team planted the 
bomb. 

There's plenty of time until the 2000 
Olympics to get the people's team up to 
scratch, but street players will have to get 
into training now. Its high time the National 
Sports Institute got on the case here. Surely 
it should start preparing our dispossessed 
Aboriginal people for victory at Sydney 
2000. You can bet your rent cheque there will 
no no 'reconciliation' with the police state 
before 2000. The police state which incarcer¬ 
ates Aboriginal people at 15 times the 
national average will still be the team to beat 
in terms of keeping routine oppression and 
dispossession quiet. 

Still, global street blood sport is here to 
stay. It's put sport back on the front pages. 
The game now heads up every news bul¬ 
letin. CNN is now the leading sports net¬ 
work. News of each game reaches every cor¬ 
ner of the world where the game has ever 
been played. The headlines talk about it in 
Times Square, in Picadilly. Even the scandal 
of the all-in tag team grudge match in 
Bosnia can't stop its global popularity with 
players and fans. Its the greatest game of all, 
putting the Olympics, World Cup Soccer, the 
Tour de France, World Series Baseball and 
the NSW Rugby League in the shade. Video 
high lights of the world's great games fill the 
sports feature slots on television stations all 
over the world. People play back all the 
great moves, learning how they're done. 
Waiting for the call to play the big game. 

•McKenzie Wark writes for The Australian 
and World Art magazine. His book Virtual 
Geography: Living With Global Media Events 
will be published in 1994. 
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On a surfing morning in Byron Bay 
stony faced locals wrap shades round their 
eyes and slouch three to a path in a pipeline 
pose. It's bigger'n Bondi out here so don't 
drop in on these pros cos their bite's worse 
than their snarl. But look! Did I see a girl on 
the surf beach? Did I? 

Did I? Such a god- >- 


damned male arena — 

here, and don't the I 

kids love it? I'd like ~f*~ 

to shake 'em out by BLfsO 

their toes, rub sand in kSuP<&c\ 

their male egos and 

break through their 

arrogant facade. But I 

ain't good enough to 

penetrate their domain. 

At 6.30 am out here, 
there's drops of sunlight 
water on a sleek board, dripping 
colour and fun and youth culture memories. 
I'll watch the drops slither down the face 
and then stroke stroke stroke into the rays of 
silver sheening, glitter sparkling through my 
fingers. And as the morning comes up to 
meet the day, I'll slide down a glassy, green 

wall into a frothy white ride.just like they 

always said it would be. And now I know 
why surfers are addicted, why they think it's 
better than sex, than drugs, than God, than 
meditation. Surfing is the sea and your¬ 
self,with a long swishing fibreglass tail that 
ducks and glides and carves paths through 
walls of change and canyons of stars. When 
I'm surfing on air, on castles of light, on 
mountains of glass, on the breath of the 
gods, I feel totally and completely at one 
with the universe, and it's here in my 
mouth, in my hair, in my face, and the 
strange wheel of life comes full circle at last. 

And look! Here come the Japanese, a 
small neat contingent, trotting quickly quiet¬ 
ly, in karaoke calm. Never forgetting their 
leg stretches before Plunging in with brand 
new wetsuits, brand new booties, brand 
new gloves and brand new sun-bleached 
hair. Behind them there's fleshy white yobs 
yelling abuse at mates mouths, breaking 
nature's silent beauty i ■ ■■ ■ ■ 

with their pieey } , A K hr -\ i— 


shimmering silver dapples. In this light, the 
black silhouettes of surfers look like dol¬ 
phins too. But don't get mistaken for a dol¬ 
phin in Byron whatever you do, cos they'll 
wrap you and package you and sell you off 
to the tourists for a new-age buzz on their 
bedroom walls. 

Back on the sand, 
i ? there's fat white 

X ^ J pelicans imitating 

the joggers, in track- 
/B lM IliJ ies and hairdos, on a 
middle-aged, mid- 
KT"""NpL r i_ dle-sized middle- 

income holiday in 
YfeJZ' this perfect piece of 

Australian heaven for 

lllV everyone. 

^ There's icecream and 

bush headlands in Byron, pump¬ 
ing tubes and float tanks and 
everyone's smiling. The ferals stream in 
from the hills on dole day and the refugee 
street kids get barred from the R.S.L on the 
weekends as they watch the backpackers 
come and go. There's room for all the earth's 
children here in Byron but the lost kids off 
city gutters can't quite join in the indulgent 
feast. For the old-hippies-turned-new-age 
worry for their crystals for their harmony 
workshops, for their spiritually gained 
wealth...and they turn like knives on this 
new lost generation. 

It's some kind of paradise here in the 
Bay. But not everyone can afford a taste of 
lotus. The party is only just beginning. 



™ g L,ss chamele dn enterprises 

your palms mate, if I 


you keep on ripping i 
up the green tree 
calm. 

But look again, 
'cos here come the 
dolphins; Playing, | 
laughing, splashing, 
marvelling at the 
crystal-age fanatics 
who worship the 
very water they- 
breathe in. But hey, 
even we cynics jump 
and shout at the sight 
of a leaping fin in the 
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a word from 
the colonel 


It has given me great pleasure editing the ||§S 

VIZ BUMPER BOOK Of SHITE. It is ||| 

a task which I relish, and I hope that you will HE 

derive as much pleasure from reading this volume as 

1 pride myself in knowing wl\at excites young boys, " ' 
healthy young boys like you. The kind of boy who 

has no time for girlish things, and instead would much rather play cricket with 
his chums. The kind of boy who would strip naked to the waist on a hot 
summer s day and play rough and tumble with his pals. The kind of boy who 
would think nothing of sharing a sleeping bag with a fellow Scout and cuddling 
up to preserve precious body warmth on a cold winter s nigh. The kind of 
golden-haired, blue-eyed boys for whom a day's adventure is not complete 
without stripping buck naked and plunging their pre-pubescent bodies into the 
village mill pond until the soft, downy hairs on their pert, peach-like bottoms 
stand erect. 

Yes, proud, erect boys with a taste for British spunk. This book is for YOU! 
My lovely, lovely, beautiful boys. 

And girls, of course. 

Yours with chumly admiration, -rC. c-u—s- 


Only $20 (ind. p&p) buys you your very 

own copy of this specially written 

82 page, hard-cover collector’s item. 

Send cheques/money-orders, 
payable to John Brown Publishing, 
along with your address details, to: 

IV VIZ/LIES BOOK OF SHITE OFFER 
S| P0 Box A269 Sydney South NSW 2000 
j||| or complete the coupon below and 
m mail it to the above address. 


YES! I’d like.copy/ies of the Viz 

Bumper Book of Shite ($20 each) 
sent to me as soon as possible. 
Here’s $.to cover it. I’ve enclosed a 

D cheque D money order D credit 
card details [tick applicable method of payment) 

Here’s my credit card details: 


cardholder 


expiry date:, 


signature:. 

And while you’re at it, strip me naked and 
play rough and tumble with me. 


troy 

HORSE 
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A QUICK WITH A BIG HEART... 


< by JUIAN WILLIAMS < 

, _ * Geoff Izzard is a 

yr _ fast bowler of great 

g quality. He has 

/ /v \ courage, persever- 

t /a ,^r \ ence a heart. 

/ ISO \ ^ he starts his run, 

/ \f\ —' \ y \ his hair is caught by 

I n I the breeze, and he 

I \V .1 looks like an angel 

I /d In sent from God, his 

I ((t ) Vm^ eyes are like darts 

I i( ^ Mil homing into the bats- 

I AfflCTr i mans weaknesses. He 

% vu / lets the hall go like a 

\ | / fiery catapult, as it 

\ ^S|2S$§jr / careers down the 

\ / pitch faster than a 

\ ^ spaceship in warp 

“ speed. 

Off the field Geoff is 

^ lli Il " llll-r- ^ L " — ““ as nice a guy as you'd 

ever want to meet. He's a true Australian, and he drinks copious 
amounts of lager, eats fresh juicy steaks cooked on the barbeque, and 
has a good joke with the lads when time requires. His nickname is Izzy 
(or isn't he), and he is proud when he puts on the green baggy cap. 

He has a lovely wife (Suzy), and two kids (Darren-age 7, and 
Shayne-age 3). He loves his family and is not afraid to show it. He cher¬ 
ishes the time he spends with them off the cricket field. 

Geoff has represented Australia in forty-three tests. He regularly wins 
the man of the match award for his superhuman performances. He can 
beat the best of 'em. He usually fields at long leg or silly mid off, and is a 
capable hard hitting tailender. 

In April he can usually find the time to relax. The cricket season is 
over and he loves nothing better than a trip into the great outdoors, 
whack up a tent, sit in a boat with fishing rod in hand and relax. 
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Geoff's been driving for over six hours now (not including the stop at 
a fast food restaurant). They've travelled past farms with totally disinter¬ 
ested cows, one street country towns, big trees, pastures, small trees, 
pine trees, gum trees, trees, trees trees.... 

Every half hour, as if in a tape loop, Darren cried "are we there yet 
are we there yet'', only to be silenced by his mother. Geoff was too busy 
concentrating on driving to even notice. 

Finally they reach the campsite and the children sing in joy. After set¬ 
ting up the tents, lighting a fire and looking for wood, Geoff relaxes. 
Suzy starts dinner as the sun creeps over the trees. They have all the lat¬ 
est camping equipment; gas burners, bar fridge, a camping television 
and of course, camp beds for a decent nights rest 

The kids have gone to the nearby river and Darren is throwing rocks 
on the water and watching them skip like little girls across its surface. 
Geoff goes to join them and they go off exploring in the nearby forest. 

"Dinner's ready!" shouts Suzy. The boys are quick to answer, and it 
doesn't take long for the food to be consumed, "aren't we hungry little 
men" Suzy says playfully. Geoff helps Suzy with the dishes and after the 
kids are asleep, they stare up at the shimmering stars and for awhile are 
lost to the world. "Tomorrow" thinks Geoff, "I will catch us some juicy 
fish for our tea". 

Geoff and the boys spent the whole morning floating on the river 
while the gentle current caressed their boat. The fish don't seem to be 
biting but he doesn't care. The boys are strangely subdued and the only 
sound is of a gentle breeze hissing through the trees. 

That night around the campfire he thinks of the time he knocked 
over the Pakistani great Zian Kasmat in three successive innings, all 
caught off the hook shot 

Suzy is full of love and admiration as the flames paint her face in the 
same way a movie paints the screen. The kids are asleep,and no doubt 
dreaming of opening the batting for Australia. 

They start to kiss but are interrupted by the sound of a cracking twig, 
and muffled whispering. "Isn't it typical" thought Geoff "the moment 
you get some peace and quiet, there's always some yobs willing to spoil 
it!" 

Something emerged from the trees."Hey lookie here, it's a gnome 
and a gnomette"...Standing there was a 'feral' with green cropped hair, 
lip, nose and eyebrow piercings. Jeans that had been patched so many 
times they looked like some zany collage hanging in an art gallery, and a 
poncho made out of an old grey blanket. Two others emerged. They 
both had dreadlocks and one had a long black cape. The first feral intro¬ 
duced herself as Eyebright. The other two were called Wild Feather and 
Ron. "Mind if we warm up a bit" asked Ron "It's getting a bit chilly if 
you know what I mean. He looked at Geoff and Suzy, then at his friends 
and broke out into streams of laughter. Geoff looked somewhat uncom¬ 
fortable, even more so than when he had to face 'the West Indian slip¬ 
stream' Basil Windsor with his deadly yorker. 

The three ferals stood around the fire, in awe at the flickering flames. 
It was like they were watching an angel giving a tupperware party. 11 Are 
you guys camping round here?", Geoff asked uneasily. "I guess so" 
Wild Feather said softly. They offered to make Geoff and Suzy some tea. 
They did so while Geoff and Suzy watched helplessly. When the tea was 





ready they all drank and watched the embers 
crackle and sizzle. Soon after, the ferals disap¬ 
peared into the forest, almost as if they were 
mere ghostly apparitions. Geoff breathed a sigh 
of relief. 

Soon after, Suzy started to complain of an 
upset stomach. Geoff realised too that his 
innards seemed a bit sick. "Must've eaten 
somthing a bit off" he said. "Go and lie down 
dariin', I'll just sit here for awhile". Suzy went 
into the tent Silence reigned once more. 

He started to think about the time he hit a 
six off Indian leg spinner Namdi Singh. At the 
same moment he thought he heard Singhs 
musical Indian accent ring out from behind the 
bushes. 

"Oh it is part of the karma of the game" 
the voice said. Geoffs imagination seemed to be 
getting the better of him. 

He lay back and watched the stars above 
the line of the trees. 

They seemed to shine with a greater intensi¬ 
ty than he'd ever known. His stomach groaned 
like a drunken midget on the street at three in 
the morning! 

Suddenly, he heard Suzy cry "Theres a giant 
lizard in my tent. It's licking me on the face, and 
I don't know whether I like it or not" To Geoff, 
he could hear nothing but a gurgling sound as if 
he were underwater. He started to panic. He 
got up and started to run as fast as his legs 
would cany him into the forest 

His legs grew weary and his breath grew 
short. He stopped and regaining the air he 
needed, sat on a chopped log. The night 
around him seemed dark as soot, the atmos¬ 
phere was one of evil he thought of his first 
wicket for Australia and what was once dark 
turned as bright as the sun. The trees came to 





life and almost seemed to smile at him. 

From out of nowhere he found himself in a stadium, under lights. 

He heard the chanting of the crowd "IZZY, IZZIE, IZZIE.." He had a 

white cricket ball in his hand and he seemed to be standing at . . 

the end of his bowling run up he looked down to the 
wicket and saw that the batsmen were in fact trees ^ 
with hands at the end of each branch. The one at A 
the strikers end was facing up, exactly the same / 
as in a normal game of cricket. / 

He dropped the ball. It seemed to fall to | 
the ground in slow motion. When it finally I 
did, it turned into a small magpie. 1 

AAAGGHHHHM! Geoff screamed at the 1 
top of his lungs and started running further into \ 
the forest \ 

He came to a small creek bed, knelt down at its 1 ^, 
edge, clasped the muddy water in his hands and 1 J&i/x/a I 
slopped it over his startled face. L2___ J 

On the other side he saw the great English opener Mike Boyle 
who greeted him with a big "hello". Mike came across to Geoffs side, 
but he didn't swim, he actually walked on the water. Geoff's jaw 



I 
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dropped like a stockmarket crash. When Mike had reached him, he 
asked "remember when you hit me in the head in the Perth test of '90- 
'91?" Mike laughed. Geoff remembered all right. That day Mike got a 
. .double century. 

So it went all night Vision after vision, confusion fol- 
\ lowing confusion: Trees bedecked in the green and 
Y gold Australian cap, Birds singing from the trees 
\ "HOWZTHAT, HOWZTHAT" past memories of 
\ his cricket glory days in distorted form. He kept 
1 wandering further and further into the wilder- 
I ness, almost as if he were falling deeper and 
I deeper into the chasms of his mind. After a 
/vision of former Australian captain Wayne 
/Johnstone's arms turning into snakes, he fell 
1 uncertainly into the land of sleep where the visions 
jT in his dreams became serene. 

At a campsite miles away the three 'ferals', plus two 
..r>thgnc are sitting around a fire. Ron broke the silence "I won¬ 
der if that straight couple enjoyed their tea laced with magic mushies." 
Rons eyes watered as if he were about to explode, then his laughter 
echoed through the sky. 
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When the players of Australian rules football in the Victorian 
professional team sports competitions, over forty years apart. In 
mix together socially 1914 a Victorian Footballers’ Council was 
after games, or on tour, formed to provide members with retire- 
their conversations will ment, accident and illness benefits, but 
sometimes turn to collapsed with the advent of World War I. 

issues associated with In 1955 former St. Kilda player Tom 

the terms and conditions McNeil sought to organise Victorian 

of their employment. Football League and Victorian Football 

They will discuss such Association players into the Australian 

things as pay and remu- Football Players’ Union following an over- 

neration, injuries, med- seas trip where he came into contact with 

ical benefits, insurance a number of European soccer players’ 

and the various labour unions. The union managed to attract 

market rules which only 178 adherents, or twenty per cent of 

leagues and clubs have potential members, and experienced diffi- 

instituted to control and culties in gaining recognition from both 

regulate their employ- the League and Association. It folded in 

ment. Most sports have early 1956 following an unsuccessful 

made use of systems of attempt to obtain registration as a trade 

maximum wages, or union under the (Commonwealth) 

‘salary caps’, to restrict Conciliation and Arbitration Act. 

the earnings of players. In the late 1950s and 1960s there 

In addition, zoning, were five attempts to form player associa- 

transfer systems and tions amongst soccer players in various 

drafting have restricted competitions - two in New South Wales 

the ability of players to (1959 and 1965/66) and one each in 

move between clubs, South Australia (1960), Brisbane (1963) 

thereby restricting their and Victoria (1964/65). The emergence 

economic freedom and of these player bodies was associated 

income earning poten- with the increased popularity of Australian 

tial. During these con- soccer in the late 1950s/early 1960s and 

versations someone the importation of overseas players, main- 

might suggest that they ly from Britain many of whom had previ- 

should form a union or a ously been members of English soccer’s 

players’ association to Professional Footballers’ Association, 

improve their lot. In try- The major concern of these associations 

ing to attract both poten- were the inequities associated with soc- 

tial members and devel- cer’s retain and transfer system and the 

op a bargaining relation- non-payment of monies clubs had ‘con- 

ship with leagues and tracted’ to pay players. These attempts at 

clubs, players have gen- unionisation failed because of the inability 

erally preferred to use of the respective associations to attract 

the term ‘association’ members and the opposition of clubs and 

rather than ‘union’ to leagues. 

avoid the impression of The 1970s witnessed seven 

being militant or con- attempts at creating players’ associations 
frontational. in various sporting competitions. The 

It is one thing to cause of this proliferation was the 

talk about forming a increased professionalisation of sport in 

players’ association or the 1970s, and associated demands and 

union, and another to pressures placed on players. At the end 

possess the organisa- of 1973 Essendon player Geoff Pryor 

tional verve to bring started moves to form the Victorian 

such a body into being. Football League Players’ Association 

Players of the Victorian which in 1989 changed its name to the 

Football League periodi- Australian Football League Players’ 

cally expressed a desire Association. Throughout most of its histo- 

to unionise, for example ry the association has represented 

in 1913, 1931 and 1944. between 60 and 70 per cent of foot- 

Rugby League’s bailers, having experienced problems with 

1952/53 Kangaroos dis* the North Melbourne, Geelong, Richmond 

cussed the possibility of and Brisbane Bears clubs in being able to 

forming a union to recruit members. Following the negotia- 

defend and advance the tion of a collective bargaining agreement 

rights and interests of with the Australian Football League in 

rugby league players. 1993 it now represents approximately 99 

The first two per cent of potential members. At various 

attempts to unionise times it has flirted with the idea of affiliat- 

players occurred in ing with the Australian Council of Trade 
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Unions or seeking registration as a union. 

In 1974 South Adelaide captain 
Bob Keddie tried to form a players’ asso¬ 
ciation amongst players of the South 
Australian National Football League. A 
former Hawthorn player, he had links with 
the Victorian Football League Players’ 
Association. Despite some initial enthusi¬ 
asm his attempt proved unsuccessful. In 
1976 a group of Western Australian soc¬ 
cer players formed the Soccer Players’ 
Association under the leadership of Reg 
Davies, a former member of the 
Professional Footballers’ Association. At 
its height the association had 308 mem¬ 
bers, a unionisation rate of approximately 
90 per cent. With the passing years the 
Soccer Players’ Association found it diffi¬ 
cult to recruit members, and find replace¬ 
ments for committee members who 
retired from the game. By the late 1980s 
it was dormant. 

Western Australian Ian Miller 
played with Fitzroy in the Victorian 
Football League in the late 1970s, and 
was a member of the Victorian Football 
League Players’ Association. After 
returning to the west he formed the 
Western Australian Football League 
Players’ Association in 1979. It did not 
have many problems in enrolling mem¬ 
bers, but found it difficult to develop a bar¬ 
gaining relationship with the Western 
Australian Football League and secure 
concessions from it. The association col¬ 
lapsed with the entry of the West Coast 
Eagles into the Victorian Football League 
at the end of 1986. In 1990 there was a 
shortlived and unsuccessful attempt to 
revive the Western Australian Football 
League Players’ Association under the 
leadership of East Perth player Glenn 
Bartlett, an official with the Federated 
Clerks’ Union. 

During the early and mid-1970s 
Australia’s leading cricketers believed that 
they were inadequately compensated for 
the time they devoted to cricket, and that 
the Australian Cricket Board did not take 
account of their needs and interests when 
making decisions. Under the leadership 
of Ian Chappell players felt that their posi¬ 
tion would be enhanced by forming a 
players’ association. During the mid- 
1970s they had discussions with Bob 
Hawke, President of the Australian 
Council of Trade Unions. With the advent 
of World Series Cricket in 1977 players 
formed the Professional Cricketers 
Association of Australia. Kerry Packer 
provided a $10,000 loan to help it become 
established. Following the 1979 agree¬ 
ment between Packer and the Australian 
Cricket Board, the Cricketers Association 
sought to expand its membership to 
Board players. Membership exceeded 
sixty, or approximately 75 per cent of reg¬ 
ular first-class players. The association 
was mainly constrained by the problem of 
having a small membership evenly distrib- 
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uted across six states in a continent as 
large as Australia. In addition, the 
Board’s use of a player representation 
system in a Cricket Sub-Committee, and 
the appointment of a co-ordinator to act 
as an intermediary between the Board 
and players frustrated the Association’s 
attempts to be recognised by the Board. 
The Cricketers Association was moribund 
by 1982 and officially wound up in 1988. 

At the tail end of the 1978 season 
the idea of a players’ union in the 
Brisbane rugby league competition was 
mooted but no such body was formed. 
Prior to this, in 1974, there had been talk 
of forming a players’ association in the 
New South Wales rugby League, on simi¬ 
lar lines to the Victorian Football League 
Players’ Association. It was not until 
1979, however, that a players’ association 
emerged when a group of players, former 
players, coaches and professionals 
(accountants and lawyers) formed the 
association of Rugby League 
Professionals. The association was reg¬ 
istered under the New South Wales Trade 
Union Act in 1980, and Industrial 
Arbitration Act in 1984. The Association 
has generally enjoyed high membership 
levels. During the 1980s the association 
received representations from Brisbane 
and Newcastle players to act on their 
behalf. Despite some initial problems it 
obtained recognition from the New South 
Wales Rugby League and has been 
involved in negotiations over a wide range 
of issues. In the late 1980s/early 1990s 
relations soured over Rugby League's 
proposal to introduce a draft system to 
allocate players between clubs. The play¬ 
ers’ association successfully challenged 
the legality of the draft in proceedings 
before the Federal Court of Australia. 

The late 1980s and early 1990s 
has witnessed another burst of activity 
concerning attempts to form player asso¬ 
ciations. In 1989 players in the National 
Basketball League formed the Basketball 
Players Association of Australia. Led by 
players Larry Sengstock, Damian Keogh, 
Wayne Carroll and Phil Smyth, it has 
achieved a 70 per cent membership cov¬ 
erage (approximately 120 members) and 
has been involved in negotiations with the 
National Basketball League. In the early 
1990s there was some talk that a similar 
association would be formed amongst 
players of the Womens National 
Basketball League. During 1989 goal 
keeper Tony Pezanno and former interna¬ 
tional John Kosmina spoke of the need 
for players of the National Soccer League 
to form a players’ association. While this 
attempt proved unsuccessful the 
Australian Soccer Players’ Association 
was formed in 1993. Leading figures in 
the formation of this body are Greg Brown 
(President), John Kosmina (Vice- 
President) and Brendan Schwab 
(Secretary) a lawyer, who incidentally is 
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the son of Alan Schwab, a former 
Executive Commissioner of the Australian 
Football League. In 1994 the players’ 
association initiated action to obtain an 
award from the Australian Industrial 
Relations Commission to improve the 
wages and employment rights of soccer 
players. There have also been attempts 
afoot to organise players of the South 
Australian National Football League 
(1989/90), the Sydney (Australian Rules) 
Football League (1993) and cricketers 
(1993/94), all of which have proved to be 
unsuccessful. 

Player associations have encoun¬ 
tered a number of problems in developing 
themselves as organisations and acquir¬ 
ing the wherewithal to pursue their vari¬ 
ous goals. Of the various attempts to 
form player associations only four have 
survived - the Australian Football League 
Players’ Association, the Association of 
Rugby League Professionals, the 
Basketball Players’ Association of 
Australia and the Australian Soccer 
Players’ Association. They are confront¬ 
ed by a number of major problems. First, 
their members have a short playing life: 
only a very small number of highly skilled 
players last ten years or more, and/or are 
still playing in their thirties. The constant 
turnover of members poses problems in 
developing contintinuity and imposes 
costs associated with educating new 
members as to the rationale of having 
and the needs of an association. Second, 
the membership of associations is small; 
in some cases very small indeed: the 
maximum membership for the Association 
of Rugby League Professionals in 912 - 
16 teams by a 57 player roster (in 1995 
rugby league will increase to a 20 team 
competition), 630 for the Australian 
Football League Players’ Association - 15 
by 42 (with an extra team in 1995), 168 
for the Basketball Players’ Association of 
Australia - 14 by 12, and (approximately) 
280 for the Australian Soccer Players’ 
Association - 14 by 20 (with two extra 
teams for the 1994/95 season). The 
Professional Cricketeres Association of 
Australia had a maximum membership of 
67. Third, all player associations had, or 
have low membership subscriptions. The 
Western Australian Football League 
Players’ Association initially had a mem¬ 
bership fee of $10 (less for juniors), which 
it subsequently increased to $12. The 
cricketers set their membership fee at 
$25, the basketball players $20 and soc¬ 
cer players (the 1993 organisation) $50. 
For most of its history the rugby league 
association charged membership fees of 
$20, they are now $100. Members of the 
Australian Football League Players’ 
Association currently have a membership 
fee of $150. Player associations have 
attempted to supplement their income by 
sponsorships, product endorsements and 
player cards, and have negotiated deals 
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to enable members to 
obtain services at a dis¬ 
count. Fourth, low mem¬ 
bership and low subscrip¬ 
tion levels translate into 
low incomes which reduce 
the ability of associations 
to provide services for 
members and/or defend 
and advance their rights 
and interests. Fifth, 
because of low income, 
associations have experi¬ 
enced leadership prob¬ 
lems. They have not gen¬ 
erated enough revenue to 
employ someone who 
would devote all of their 
time and energies to the 
needs of players and their 
associations. Players 
have either performed 
these functions them¬ 
selves on top of their com¬ 
mitments as players, or, 
have relied on former 
players and/or individuals 
to work on behalf of the 
association in an honorary 
capacity. Australian rules 
footballers and basketbaH 
players share administra¬ 
tive support. In 1993 both 
rugby league and soccer 
players merged with the 
Media Entertainment and 
Arts Alliance to enhance 
their ability to pursue the 
goals of members. Both, 
in 1994, have set in 
motion applications for 
awards before the 
Australian Industrial 
Relations Commission. 

Player associations 
have two main activities: 
they provide services and 
advice to members - for 
example on financial and 
medical matters - and they 
negotiate with their 
respective leagues con¬ 
cerning provisions con¬ 
tained in standard player 
contracts and/or the terms 
and conditions which gov¬ 
ern the employment of 
members. Historically, 
they have tended to react 
to events, rather than initi¬ 
ate action. There are indi¬ 
cations, however, that this 
is about to change. 
Player associations are 
becoming more pro-active 
and are in the process of 
changing the ball-game 
which has been sports 
industrial relations in 
Australia. 
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^ the GOSPEL according TO 


1 In the beginning was the League, and the League was with God, and Gasnier was God. All match¬ 
es were won through Him and without Him was not any grand finals won. To all who received the 
ball from Him He gave power to become Saints. For the law was given by Mossop, who is the Son of 
Manly. 

2 In those days came Johnny Raper, preaching in the dressing rooms at Jubilee. “Rejoice, for the 

Kingdom of Kogarah is at hand!” Now John wore garment of tiger’s hair, and a bulldog’s leash 
around his waist; and his food was magpies and wild bunnies. And he said “He who is mightier than I, 
is coming, the lace of whose boots I am not worthy to untie. Get behind me Stan Gorton!” j 

3 And the Changa became flash and dwelt among us, full of grace and boot, and the white shone in | 
the darkness. The Tooheys Lite that enlightens every man was coming into the world. But eleven 
years of plenty had come to an end, so the Saints went into the wilderness and trained for many years. 
And there were two seasons when the slaughter turned to wins. The supporters were amazed by these 
marvels, saying, “Who will catch the on-the burst Stone?” 

4 The darkness fell upon the land again until Masters came to save the club and walked upon the 
seagulls at Jubilee. He called to the Dragons to put down their drinks and to follow him. And he 
calmed the critics and commanded the cheer girls and the disciples were amazed by his authority. And 
Masters said to Young who is called Albert, “If you are a son of Kogarah, throw yourself down 
around their ankles. For I will make you tacklers of men.” But Albert answered, “The very prop 
which the selectors rejected has become the cornerstone of the scrum.” And Masters appointed 
twelve others and they went into Belmore and large crowds gathered to see them. 

5. And Masters took the Dragons into many games in their long journey towards the resurrection. He 
taught them about the pass-over of the sacred egg, which is wrapped in the skin of the unclean pig. 
And He cast out many players, saying, “Truly, he who believes in me wiil be raised up to first grade.” 
He worked many miracles even before the time of Lazarus, but the Referees and Judiciary were jeal¬ 
ous of these miracles and plotted together. 

6. Then Masters said to the Saints, “Judge not, and you will not be jobbed. Bludge not and you will 
not be dropped. The Jets will be persecuted, club will rise against club, and state against state.” 

Then one of the Dragons called to him, saying, “How shall we feed our families if we keep losing?” 
Masters said to them, “Children, follow me and I will make you vicious and mean. The broncos and 
bears and panthers will bow down to you. Consider the Lillees of the cricket field, how they throw. 
They maul not, neither do they spit.” 

7. Now in the morning the Saints rose from the dead and went to Jubilee to break their bodies and 
earn their bread. Masters said behold the lamb of Canterbury, who is in League with the devil. You 
shall, praise the holy try whenever you are gathered together in my game but many unclean Dragons 
were cast into the bin of sin for the linesmen had lain down with the Lamb. 

8. And Masters said, “This is my commandment that you shove your enemies as I have shoved you. 
For what man of you, if he’s missed a hundred tackles, doesn’t leave the ruck to go after a lost ball? 
You know not the day or the hour when the penalty is coming so you must kick against those pricks.” 
The Saints planted the sacred seed beneath the Goalgotha posts and after three minutes it ascended 
into Heaven above the Holy crossbar. This was the first Christian conversion. 

9. And when the first siren sounded Masters went to the dressing room and prayed, and the Dragons 
with him. And he said, “Full time has not yet come, but why do you sleep? Before the roosters score 
you will deny me three tries. If you are willing, Albert, take this Winfield Cup squad away from me. 

It is finished.” So Albert said to his twelve disciples, “No man can serve Roy Masters forever. I am 
the weight, and the tooth and the biffo. Pass and it will be given to you. Sleep and you shall find 
yourself in reserve grade.” 

10. But Albert washed his hands of the Saints and the supporters mocked them. And only one man 
who is called The Skull remained a true believer. Then the Dragons carried their cross back to Jubilee 
and Brian Smith appeared before them, saying, “All authority in Kogarah and in Carlton has been 
given to me. You must have a faith that can move Meningas.” 

11. “For I tell you, unless you eat the flesh of the bum of Mai and drink his blood, you have no life in 
you. Let your loins, be girded and your legs pumping. For I am with you always, even until the Final 
five. Woe to you, Brisbane! Woe to you, Canberra! And the Dragons went out upon Potter’s Field 
and were amazed to see that their scores had risen. 
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EDDIE: Well Greg, from 3rd Division English High 
School teacher at Kanahooka High to Editor of Inside 
Sport, great comeback! What turned the tide? 

GREG: Realising the game was getting away from 
me, I began to play with greater determination. The 
runs are on the board. 

Name: Greg Hunter. 

Car: Mazda. 

Nickname: Piglet. 

Food: Meat. 

Drink: Any kind of schooner. 

Smoke: Dunhill Black (If they made 'em). 

Rugby League Team: St. George. 

Greatest League Player: Bob Fulton. 

Greatest Canterbury Player: Steve Mortimer. 

What’s wrong with St.George: Brian Smith. 

Do Sydneysiders give a @#*! ?: Yes. 

Greatest Personal Sporting Achievement: Under 9 
Premiers, Oatley RUFC, 1964. Only thing I’ve ever 
won in my life. 

Most Embarrassing Moment: Being mistaken for Phil 
Gould by a drunken tart at St. George Leagues Club. 
Most Respected Player: Gr.aeme Langlands for 
punching out an old bag who called him a has been in 
his Taree Pub, circa 1985. 

Other Interests: None. 

Best sports writers: John Doyle and Martin Flanagan 
(Vico!). 

Best Looking Girl: My daughter Hayley. 

Best Looking Bloke: Geoff Toovey. 

Worst Haircut: Barry Humphries. 

Your Haircut: Much Like Barry Humphries. 





GROWING UP SPORT 
The Making of Sporting Passion 

by Richard Cashman 


When I turned 50 my 12 year old daughter made an impromptu speech at the cutting of 
the birthday cake. Without hesitation she exclaimed: “My Dad, he’s sports." This opening 
was so startlingly apt, original and ungrammatical that it became thought provoking. 

^- — Why had I become a passionate 

sporting person? Why was sport so 
central to my life? What did it mean 
that I was sports? 

My daughter’s comment was all the 
more striking because I did not grow 
up in a sporting household. My par¬ 
ents did not attend live sport, nor did 
they listen to the races, football or 
cricket on a Saturday afternoon. They 
did play tennis but socially rather than 
competitively. 

I played little formal sport before High 
School. Sport at my Primary School 
consisted of pick-up games and one or 
two athletic carnivals involving races 
and team games such as captain and 
tunnel ball. I knew of no junior football or 
cricket teams in my suburb. 

I made up for this dearth of sporting 
opportunity with an elaborate set of 
_made-up games. 

Like many others I hit a tennis ball against a wall with a nar¬ 
row piece of wood and devised complex methods of scoring runs and completing dismissals. 
Whole tests were played out in this form of backyard cricket. 

I also invented a bowling game which used the wooden posts which held up a tennis 
net. A snick off one wooden post represented a wicket when the ball carried to the fence 
behind. A short-pitched ball directed to the middle of the post could result in a caught and 
bowled. A football game, which involved running, kicking, catching, scoring and converting 
tires, was also played on the tennis court. 

When I visited my cousins we played mini cricket in a small enclosed verandah with a 
tiny cut down bat and a table tennis ball. We batted kneeling, so by the time a whole innings 
had been played the knees were red raw. 

Sport became a big part of my life particularly from the age of 12 because it was very 
much in the air. 

It was about that time that I secured my own mantle radio and I remember tuning into a 
very exciting Test when the last Australian pair, Doug Ring and Bill Johnston, scored over 30 
runs to enable their side to defeat the West Indies. 

I also fully discovered Waitara Oval, some 400 metres from my home, and became 
captivated by the majesty of organised sport, the complex and elaborate rituals of grown 
men dressed in white. I enjoyed watching the local first grade, Northern District and was 
soon hanging around the practise nets, and fielding on Thursday afternoons. 

I discovered that sport was very prominent in my High School and in other youth 
groups. 

I played house cricket and football at school and was introduced to other sports, such 
as boxing and gymnastics at Scouts and the Church Boy’s Club. Softball and Vigoro were 
played at holiday camps. 

Looking back there were many reasons why I immersed myself so much in sport. 

I always enjoyed physical things. Whenever I walked or ran to the park I carried a ten¬ 
nis ball which I bounced, kicked, caught, spun or retrieved off a fence or lamp-post. 

Although I was honing my skills and improving my hand-eye co-ordination, it was first 
and foremost a form of fun, of self-entertainment. 

My various backyard games, played solo, were an exciting way of filling in time in the 
difficult and often lonely years of early adolescence. 

When I played endlessly for hours I steeped myself in an exciting imaginative world, 
peopled by international stars, which was more preferable to the mundane world around me. 

As I grew older I realised that success in sport had social benefits helping me to relate 
to my peers. It had a pretty lofty status at my High School. 

Sport also provided me with the male role models beyond my own father who seemed 
stuffy, Victorian and decidedly unsporting although he was a social tennis player. 

I loved to dodge Saturday morning jobs, the dreary list of chores allocated by my 
father, and escape to the park. 

So I became hooked on sport from my teenage years. 

But why did I carry this youthful passion into my adult life? 

I learnt in my youth that sport was a way of relating to one’s body and to others, it was 
an enjoyable way of passing time and provided an antidote to work. 

I have never lost a sense of wonderment about the world of sport around me, created 
by the collective imagination of society. 

I look at sport now with less naivete. Sport is peopled by many who are corrupt in one 
way or another; it is often the vehicle for sexism, racism and other forms of discrimination. 
Sport is an artificial even false world in which some people invest religious meaning. 

Vet it remains a fascinating universe of imagination built on the culture of ordinary 
souls. It remains a point where my boyhood imagination, my invented games, intersect with 
more elaborate and formalised rituals invented and sanctioned by adults. 
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THIS 

arti¬ 
cle is 
direct¬ 
ed at 
those 
unfamil¬ 
iar with 
the great¬ 
est game of 
all and those 
looking for 
guidance as to 
how to alter 
their conscious¬ 
ness to achieve 
the best results for 
themselves, their 
team and the 
league. Be reminded 
gentle reader that this 
piece is unashamedly 
written from the per¬ 
spective of a multiple 
substance abusing South 
Sydney supporter. Do not 
try this at home. Remember 
it’s never the same unless 
you’re “out there” at the 
game. 

MJM’llliiHIBiH 

Almost essential. Gives a sense 
of “all is bright and right with 
the world. ” This is often necessary 
when you are in confined space 
with 20,000 other people and the 
hopeless sack of shite team you have 
been supporting through rain, hail 
and snow for the last 15 years, are 
throwing away yet another game they 
should have won. Dope helps you say 
those dreaded “It’s a funny game, foot¬ 
ball” words. No matter which local pub 
you call into beforehand there is always 
time to smoke at least one recreational ciga¬ 
rette on the way to the Sydney Football 
Stadium. A word of caution however in refer- 
nce to being stoned while your team is playing 
West’s. Maybe it’s just me but after a joint or two 
/ cannot look at their mascot. A 2 metre magpie 


t>£RrtoT SRowJN£ 

with piercing black and orange 
eyes. Scares me. Looks too natural. 
Strong dope really makes a night 
game something special if not quite 
memorable. The lights at the Sydney 
Football Stadium glare like something 
from Close Encounters. I tend to gasp 
when I first walk in from the darkness out¬ 
side. Like a Nuremberg rally but serious. 
Wacky backy at the football is highly recom¬ 
mended for everyone at least once and for 
fuck’s sake- inhale! _ 


N E 


Cocaine certainly makes a football game 
more enjoyable. But cocaine tends to make 
everything except being busted at your own 
mother’s funeral enjoyable. What’s the League 
angle? Blow is essential when facing up to the 
big boy teams and their slightly sophisticated 
big boy supporters. Yes that’s right, stand up 
to Canterbury, Manly, Canberra and 
Brisbane. Despite the mindless enthusiasm 
that a devoted supporter like myself brings to 
the code, when facing up to these teams you 
know that your team is probably not going to 
win. There, I said it. In order to delude your¬ 
self into believing that your team’s players, 
and by extension you, are better than you 
actually are, God created cocaine. He created 
coke on the fifth day so that instead of resting 
on the seventh day he could chop out five or 
six fat lines and kick straight on through to 
first day again. People on coke tend to be 
hard to surprise. They sort of think they know 
everything. It’s more than once I’ve heard 
someone say “See, I told ya ” when the ground 
attendance is read out. Or someone will pre¬ 
tend to know the previous form of some six¬ 
teen year old replacement winger in his first 
game with the club. “Yeah, I followed his 
game at Cowra. ” Which is appalling when 
you ’re not coked but sort of cool when you 
are. The effect of a dozen or more nauseating- 
ly confident and talkative supporters, all rub¬ 
bing their noses and grinning inanely as they 
take their places in the stand can not be 
underestimated. Many opposition supporters 
pick up their worldy goods and relocate 
rather than face it. One advantage of cocaine 
in a football setting is that it lasts for just 
about the same length of time as the game. 
Mind you, if that horrible “it’s not working 
anymore- maybe I should just have another 
line” come down hits you, at the same time as 
your team is being irretrievably buried on the 
field, you will experience an almost metaphys¬ 
ical feeling of depression. But there’s always 
the next game. And the next line. _ 


Essential. The greatest Rugby League drug 
of them all. Consumed with vigour by sup¬ 
porters of all teams. The amounts consumed 
broadly reflect the preordained socio-econom¬ 
ic and geographical characteristics of each 
club. For example Cronulla supporters tend to 
drink less beer because they are almost with¬ 
out exception “family groups. ” Flasks of cof¬ 
fee, home-made sandwiches, crocheted blan¬ 
kets, the odd half a can of ‘lite’. Appalling. It’s 
not as though the beer served at games is any 

































good. It’s slop. Expensive, flat and warm in 
wobbly plastic cups. But somehow at the 
game, when the whistle blows, when the 
crowd roars, when Tina Turner tears through 
my head like a steam train in a leather 
miniskirt, my mind’s red and green lights flash 
amber. 


REALLY SERIOUS ALCOHOL 


Some upwardly mobile clubs have attempt¬ 
ed to tone down the glorious spectacle of hun¬ 
dreds of pissed young and not so young men 
wallowing around in lager induced torpors by 
banning the sale of alcohol at their grounds. 
(Stand up North Sydney, although what else 
would you expect from a club that employs a 
high school brass band to play the theme from 
“Goldfinger” every time they score a point !) 
As with any attempt at prohibition they have 
created a far worse problem than the one they 
were trying to avoid. Enter, stage left, hun¬ 
dreds of pissed young and not so young men 
with thermos flasks full of what is lovingly 
referred to as hard liquor. Port if you ’re lucky. 
Rum if you’re not. If you happen to chance 
onto a crew of Balmain’s finest on the wrong 
end of a 30+ flogging brandishing one of 
those cute little tartan patterned jobbies that 
reeks of sailors bums, you are as good as 
dead, regardless of what colours you are 
wearing. On occasions, particularly mid win¬ 
ter Friday night fixtures, I have been known to 
partake in the odd medicinal blast of malt 
whisky from a caring friend’s hip flask. But is 
always seems a little weird, a little too much 
like you want to get pissed. Which dredges up 
depressing thoughts like “Maybe I drink too 
much. And too often. ” These thought have no 
place in the grandstand. These thoughts will 


call Toovey a ' peroxide d circus freak’? Did 
the person beside me really scream “ Carroll, 
stick to the piano you turncoat asshole”? 
Speed also heightens to an almost intolerable 
level the clenched butt anxiety of a “18 all, 3 
minute stop go, they’ve got the ball and our 
half-back has pulled a ’hammy’ situation. 
Not for the faint hearted. It also tends to dou¬ 
ble the capacity of the spectator to drink beer. 
(See Beer) _ 


LSD 


Not as strange as you might think. Can 
make the game a little hard to follow. Perhaps 
the best way to combine strong hallucinogenic 
drugs and football is to put a fair amount of 
time between tuning in and kicking off. 
Generally, for decent acid, 12 to 18 hours 
beforehand is enough time to gain a signifi¬ 
cant psychedelic episode and not risk perma¬ 
nently putting yourself off the greatest game of 
all. The trouble with LSD is that it has the 
annoying habit of making the ingester feel as 
though they have figured out the ‘meaning of 
life’ in the most banal of situations. By look¬ 
ing deeply into a mirror or a Red Rooster 
commercial. This is not a healthy perspective 
to bring to a league game. Particularly a sub¬ 
standard game. There is a case to be made for 
seeing some kind of universal athletic grace 
and beauty in the running of Andrew 
Ettingshausen or the kicking of Ricky Stuart. 
However 1 feel nothing but heartfelt sorrow 
for some poor psychic traveller who experi¬ 
ences an intense insight about the nature of 
humanity during Benny Elias’ twentieth 
unsuccessful attempt to run from dummy half. 
There have been moments where I could have 
sworn that some teams, even my own, have 


men on the field as they professionally beat 
seven shades of shit out of each other. Tends 
to reduce the “us and them” dichotomy so 
crucial to the success of a violent contact 
sport. It takes real skill to go with the euphor¬ 
ic rush of a good disco biscuit and maintain a 
fanatical hatred of the filthy opposition and 
their poxy, ignorant, ugly supporters. 
However with practice, I can assure you, it 
can be done. These sorts of drugs also radi¬ 
cally alter the way you appreciate music. 
(Which sort of explains Techno really but 
that’s a totally different spleen to vent!) This 
drug induced and dangerously uncritical state 
has no place at a football game. If I ever 
again have to witness the sorry spectacle of 
some E’d-up goose shimmying to the half-time 
interlude, I’ll grab the little fuck by the scruff 
of his goatee and personally drag him to the 
Betty Ford Clinic. I would seriously advise 
against taking these mood enhancers at away 
games. Call me an inner-city snob if you must 
but this sort of behaviour can be very danger¬ 
ous in Sydney’s west unless you have a very 
large and understanding group of friends. 
Striking up a stoned but seemingly harmless 
discussion about “who’s your favourite player, 
matey?” with a young boy in the toilets at 
Campbelltown while grinning from ear to ear 
and with pupils the size of bowling balls, will 
not make you popular. It will make you dead. 
Similarly those inclined to 
momentarily’’fancy” first grade footballers 
have been know to find themselves becoming 
noticeably “hot and bothered” while the Love 
drug kicks in during the game. A potentially 
soul destroying source of embarrassment. If 
this virulent form of the ‘horn ’ happens to 


not put points on the board or brutalise the 
opposition. The best way to avoid this 
unwanted introspection is to convince yourself 
you’re not actually drinking to get pissed. 
Easy. Just talk yourself into believing that 
every time it “happens” it’s just a pleasant lit¬ 
tle accident. Do this and before you know it 
you will be truly happy and it won’t even mat¬ 
ter that your team just lost by 42 points to the 
Gold Coast at home. It’s a funny game, foot¬ 
ball. Who’s shout is it? 


been indulging. Those games where nothing 
goes right for either team. Where the only 
sound from the stands is the occasional howl 
of laughter from bewildered fans. At these 
moments it becomes eerily quiet and the clock 
seems to slow down. That always make me 
think of acid. But seriously, if you are going to 
take acid do it well beforehand, stay up all 
night before the game, take sunglasses and 
try to sit amongst people whose faces 
are glowing the same colours as 
your team’s jumper. 


you remember it won’t last. You will 


snap out of it. You really can’t die 


from not being able to wrap 


your legs around Scott 


Tronc s 


Really. 



















Triple R 102.7FM 

Melbourne Community Radio 



Sure I could tell you how I took four classic catches in one day at the Murringo cricket ground; and I wasn't even wicket keeping, or the time I took three 
straight sets from Raymond Hargraves (who incidently was also beaten by Pat Cash in the Juniors Qualifying Rounds Melbourne 1979) or tackling Billy Noke in a 
crushing head- on confrontation at the Dubbo South School boy Oval (built on top of an old garbage tip, three out of every ten children who have ever played at 
that oval came down with septacemia. Billy went on to play for St. George 1st grade and I to Dubbo Base Hospital. 

Football is like a natural selection process. The elimination of the unfit an the survival of the fit in the struggle for existence, resulting in the adaption of a 
species to a specific environment. You being ostracised for not being built big enough, run fast enough, co-ordinated quickly enough, or just too damn smart. All in 
all, sports = acceptance + exclusivity. 

FOOTBALL 

Statistically speaking the population of Young is 6000. Half being female (that's a statistical constant.) Leaving 3000 to pursue the fantasy of performing a live 
stage act with a 60 year old grandmother with 60 year old legs leading up to a 60 year old hair do. In First Division the group 9 competition the Young Cherry 
Pickers had four sides Under 16s, Under 18s, Reserve Grade and Firsts. In second division the group 11 competition, we had Bendick Murrell, Wombat and the 
Burrangong Bears (Sponsored exclusively by the Australian Hotel, Boroowa Street.) The Junior sides consisted of two teams. Panthers and Tigers, Under 9s, 11s, 13s 
and 15s. I, being a Panther gr rrrr r i T r hated the Tigers (just another microcosmic example of the rapid decay of cultural harmony). In Rugby Union the Young 
Yabbies consisted of lsts and Reserves. And Aussie Rules had one side the Mighty Saints who I'm sure NEVER won a game and always lost by more than 100 
points. Imagine going down to the West Wyalong Echidna's. 



That's a playing population not including soccer which has never rated a 
mention (sort of like one of your relatives doing time in Long Bay) of 269 
players. That's a percentage of 9.8%. If you consider that 40% of the town's 
population may be over 50 years of age (these statistics are subject to change 
and may be challenged) So from the available population of men within the 
community most of them harboured the aforementioned fantasy. 

I, having come out, willing admit that I jumped the fence tearing the arse 
out of my ten dollar moleskins on the way, escaping the working class and 
donning my blue and white striped shirt grabbed a cheeky little chablis to 
become a Young Yabbie. The Yabbie's slogan being "Sanctoma Pigskins 
Spherea Domina Crustaceon" loosley translated to “We don't share the ball 
because we're shellfish". Sponsored by McAlister Motors Volvo (no relation) 
and the Young Tavern we played at Cranfield Oval which sure was a great 
oval except when Mick White would walk his greyhounds early Saturday 
morning and later that afternoon Stick Moloney would be wearing a great 
streak of dog shit down the front of his guernsey. 


I've always thought the worst part of playing football was the simply 
atrocious colour combinations employed in the team guernsey, the dressing 
sheds whilst functional had what could truly be described as a primitive 
ambiance - brick veneer, wooden benches, broken showers, smashed mirrors 
and graffitti - Yabbies Sux, Rah Rah For Queens and If you want a good time 
in my bottom call. 

Rule Number One. Never pack down with an English Tourist working 
on a pig farm. 

The Group Nine competition produced many players of international 
standing and still does to this day. But the road to the SCG is no cakewalk, 
just ask Les Boyd of the Cootamundra Bulldogs, who cut his teeth on the 
Southwest Slopes Competition against giantkillers like the Junee Diesels and 
the Gundagi Tigers, before being scouted by Roy Masters Western Suburbs 
(the dirtiest side ever to have existed in the known universe). I have always 
felt that Les's personal nemesis, Chooky Howe who never knew the notoriety, 
the prodigious grovelling enjoyed by 1st Grade players, was hard done by 





and robbed of his 15 minutes. Chooky will always be THE greatest player 
ever to have worked in the engine room - in my eyes. 

While the First Graders played we would play on the sidelines imperson¬ 
ating all the greats of our day. Terry Casey, Trevor Major, Mo Johnson, the Hill 
brothers Geoff and Mick and of course Neil Eppelstein. 

Neil eventually was selected for Country Firsts but never played in 
Sydney, he worked on his dad's property at Grenfell (I think). But he was the 
greatest tackling fullback I have ever idolised. Diving covering tackles down 
the sideline, copybook, bootlaces all the superlatives could never do justice to 
this ballerina of the boot. Every move as if in slow motion he could turn a 
man at full tilt and bury him into the turf THUD. Exquisite. Bravo. Gracefully 
spring to his feet and canter back to position. 

If this is starting to sound of bullshit and get on the nose, I relate and 
incident I witnessed at AlfredOval, home of the Young Cherry Pickers and 
District Greyhound Association. 

A giant prop from the Turvey Park Lions has somehow broken through 


the Pickers' impenetrable defense. So this prop who we will call Andre for the moment came athunder- 
ing towards poor little 11 stone Neil with the ground shaking at every step that Andre took. On physical 
human contact one might think of the analogy - Mack truck and 2 stroke vespa step-thru. 

But lo and behold what was to happen next would take Neil Epplestein into History along side 
David and Goliath, Renee and Elton John, Marlon Brando and Gloria Marshall. 

On impact, Neil standing still, lifted Andre above his head and spear- tackled him (illegal today) into 
mother earth. Andre so stunned and jelly- legged get up and plays the ball, but not to his team mates, 
but to Neil. Neil's off down the paddock for an extra 25 metres thank you very much. Enough said. 

OHH I think I've got a stiffy. 

I hope this small article in some way has helped you understand some of the South West Slopes foot¬ 
balling history and also encourage you to send your children to the Under 7's straight away. Anyway 
who says football retards you, any game in which you can demoralise the opposition on their home 
ground, advance your sexual position within the community, fight for the survival and advancement of 
the species in the anatomical sense, get paid $50 bucks a win and $25 a loss, respected for some innate 
masculine urges, and a free geumsey at the end of the season can't be all that bad. 
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A profile of an amateur tennis player 

Age 12- beg^an to play tennis on Sunday 
Mornings... a Iso lost contact with God. 

First tennis racquet- Wooden Spalding, fully 
strung with gut strings on a small framed head. 


Second tennis racquet- 
High tech graphite, 
Jumbo size. 

Age 13- played 
first game of com- nr 
petitive tennis 
with a guy who 
had a fetish for Wffi 
McEnroe...we wS 
made it to the 
finals. 

First tournament 
win- Tamworth Uj 
women's doubles U 
1988 winning by a Am 
beautiful stroke mt 
of the Ml 

hand,pulling AEf 
my name out Ha 
of a hat...we 
were washed out 
for the whole weekend. 




Grade 1 

Wl&Bm girls 

WSSSnj Saturday 
morning 
comp 

Ww 1989 ' 

Worst 
moment- 
Changing teams the 
next season and 
being beaten by my 
ex team mates. 


TENNIS IS 
fl 

RACKET 


Age 18- found more challenging sport at local pub. 


Age 19- retired. 


ANOTHER KAREN 
KINDER SURPRISE 


The Knight was cold, but 
as he edged silently forward, 
and then to the left, he posi¬ 
tioned himself defensively and 
checked on the safety of his 
mentor and friend, the King. 
He and the Queen were 
securely locked within the 
stronghold of their castle. 

"Forward march." came 
the order from the Knight, to 
his trusted army, as they 
pushed towards the enemy 
frontline. 

As word reached the King 
that the army was falling, he 
retreated to the cavernous 
underground prison within the 
castle boundaries. 

The Queen consulted her 
close friend and confidante 
the Bishop. After a lengthy 
argument, the Queen ruled 
that in the King's temporary 
absence, she would lead the 
army to victory herself.. The 
Bishop could do nothing to 
deter her, so agreed to travel 


to the front by her side. 

The journey was long and 
dangerous. Many more troops 
were lost. As they gradually 
approached the frontline, it 
was clear that casualties were 
heavy on both sides. 

Amidst seemingly contin¬ 
uous artillery fire, the Bishop 
flanked his Queen protective¬ 
ly, as they reached the camou¬ 
flaged dug-out of the Knight. 
The brave trio agreed they 
would make the final push 
themselves. 

As they neared the heavi¬ 
ly-armed bunker, inside 
enemy lines, the Bishop fell. 
The Queen was distraught, 
but determined, as she gave 
the order to destroy what was 
left of the enemy defenses. 

Pandemonium broke out 
as the oppostion was crushed. 
Minutes later came the cry of 
victory from the 
Queen. 

"Check matel" 















I don't know anything about 
football. 

He walks into the pub and 
everyone greets him because he 
knows all about football. 

I don't know anything about 
football. I told him that and he 
said, "Well what good are you 
to me then ?" 

He was only joking (I think) 
but I showed him anyway. 

He had the perfect body but 
not the perfect brain. I think 
he'd had that football 
kicked near his head too 
many times, then again 
what would I know, I don't 
know anything about foot¬ 
ball. 

He lived on a farm too so 
maybe that was part of the 
problem or maybe the prob¬ 
lem is that I don't know 
anything about football. 


3k? 


by IVlicbelle Zintschenko 

Plugger was because I don't goodbye." 
know anything about football. 

I went home in my blue car 
I went to his farm. He was lis- with a Triple J sticker on the 
tening to the radio station that back window to read Sylvia 
calls the horse racing - I didn't Plath. 
know anything about horse 

racing either.I stood up and I don't know anything about 
said "I'm sorry, I don't know football and I don't give a 
anything about football so shit. 
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I+’s MiriEt 


"Who did you barrack for in 
the Grand Final ?" he asked. 

"No-one" I answered. 

He stared at me with shock, 
with disbelief. 

"No-one" I said, "because I 
don't know anything about 
football." 

He drives an orange car 
with a "Triple M Rocks 
Plugger" sticker on the back 
window. I didn't know who 
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We stand around catatonic erections 
w^m miming rock songs 

amid a male love story involving beer fight 
before and after scenes 
of adolescent impromptu drag races 
metaphors of possibility consisting of sexual encounter 
like a prescriptive and rubrical moralizing letter in french drag 

t and with a laudatory sleight of hand 
we see nothing wrong with 
X. an uncensorous well inclined ovation 
after all we are into exultationnot analysis 

This grand phallic ' 

largely motivated by the love of men’s things 
penis 
comestick 
cock phallic desire 
we speak of a forbidden love 

(of french sailors, of men in drag, of high and powerful drugs) 
This is a love that cannot exist in any other form 
except that of mateship 
and far from being a problem 
is assumed to be unequivocally positive 
and in fact 

beautiful tracks act like traces 

that tend to break with the normal pleasurable expectations 
and displacement endures 
its movement as in a continuity of articulation 
as the metaphysics of a friendship that is becoming slowly worn 
with the familiar handling of hot rubber 
like a newspaper vaudeville transportation scene 
and no one asks the verse monger of artistic grace 
where is your wizardry _ 
your artistic grace 
your saviour fair 
m this is Adelaide 


city of the grand phallic 
like condom follies women and men flirt 
as if all the worlds navies are in town 
the Adelaide Prix unmasked and without hood 
yet gloved like a troubadour 
Oh harlequin 
a blue troubadour 
with a narrative conviction 
1 just like that of love 

f 'stotle and the afterbirth begin to take shape 
in the image of our foreskins 
} cut and flung into surgeons bins 
the shade around Michael Anglos 
cocks has fallen 
and getting so pissed 

watching the people like cars getting all so retrocharged 
smoking their way through a race track narrative 
I smiling 

smile the smile of male intoxication 
I walk past his hands 
and her breasts 

a grand mariner with the courage of hashish and cash 
and I fight through this density of undergrowth 
thick with the air of pubis 
and that heavy dankness 
that comes with that frankness 
of the odor of testosterone and motor spirit 
I grapple with the entrails of worn out penile covers 
I find our streets jammed with ten thousand sardines 
each with a cigarette and beer in hand 
a cliche 

a common mark of distinction 
in definition of the grand phallic 
^ ^ Another drink ? 

in discourse 

well and truly sutured l—— - 



By Nina O'Leary 


























BLomi&iTCH! 


BRUCE RAYMOND 


excerpt from 3 novel 


T he hustler A-Bone 
Diggs was counting 
hundred dollar bills 
on the coffee table in 
Ricky Speed's apart¬ 
ment, Ricky Speed over 
at the bar making Gin 
Blossoms for the cob¬ 
webs, singing along 
with Dino on the 
stereo, getting some 
words wrong. A-Bone 
Diggs, the slick, 
pushing 50, pretty 
happy now with his 
mathematics IV, 

grinned over at Ricky 
Speed and torched a 
Special Filter. He 
said, "Brand 'em, Mr. 
Speed. Five grand. 
That'll do it." He 
stuck the money in his 
coat. Calling him 
Mr.Speed. Five grand. 
That'll do it." He 
stuck the money in his 
coat. Calling him Mr. 
Speed even though 
Ricky the shark was 
probably twenty years 
younger than him. 
Showing respect, since 
nobody else in town 
was nice enough to 
float him 5 g's. 

R icky Speed brought 
the glasses across 
and put them on the 
table, planted himself 
opposite A -Bone. He 
said, " You ever see 
that movie, The Cool & 
The Crazy?" 

y\ -Bone Diggs said 
lino, he never 
caught that one. Why? 


w It's me, baby. In 
one week you bring 
it all back plus one 
more since you're a 
lucky fuck. Have a 
drink." 


A -Bone Diggs said, 
"That's very fair, 
Mr. Speed. A big six. 
I love a small profit, 



you know what I mean?" 
A-Bone laughing, stop¬ 
ping when he caught 
Speed's gaze. Speed 
watching him over the 
top of his glass, not 
showing much. A-Bone 
had a drink, said, I 
got something going at 
the track, Mr. Speed. 
Certain damage." 

peed said, "Hey, 
baby, I don't like 
blood, huh? I don't 
want to hear about it. 
I just want you to 


attend to the details, 
then I can say I like 
doing business with 
you. We're business 
people. You want a 
vitamin?' 

Bone Diggs shook 
is head at some 
purple pills. He said, 
"Excuse me for sayin', 
Mr. Speed, you don't 
look like a hippy. You 
know what I mean? More 
sharp." A-Bone looking 
around the apartment 
at the weird shit 




everywhere. The Peace 
sign. Make Love Not 
War there over the 
bar. Pictures on the 
wall of deepfried 60's 
hippy bands. The 
Jefferson Airplane, 
Janis at the Avalon 
Ballroom in Frisco. 
Everybody wigged out 
on love vibes. Some 
day-glo stuff. A-Bone 
saying, "You know, it 
aint l’ike I'm lookin' 
at a fucking flower- 
child here, the beads 
and shit. You like to 
collect novelties from 
the era, huh? LSD is 
groovy. Like antiques. 
Looks like a valuable 
collection.' 


R icky Speed said, 
"It helps me hate, 
baby. Stops me slip¬ 
ping backwards. Some 
ratfuck tries to stiff 
me, begs me to go 
easy, I kiss the sky 
and snap the fucker' s 
neck." 


yv -Bone Diggs didn't 
liget it, but he 
said he did. He could¬ 
n't figure how a loan- 
shark, skinny and 
sneering like the Be 
Bop A Lula guy the 
slick recalled from 
his rockin' days- the 
same haircut, the 
sharkskin jacket- 
needed firepower to 
get violent, but there 
it was. It was a funny 
circle of acquain¬ 
tances, the cash flow 
industry. 

yy -Bone said, "I 
lAappreciate the 
green, Mr. Speed. I 
better get to work. 
Tick, tick, tick." 

y\ -Bone wanting out 
liof there. 

S peed said, "One 
more thing,baby. 



Last time you bor¬ 
rowed, there was a 
problem. You recall 
that? I had to send a 
final reminder. It 
worked out, don't 
sweat it, but where 
there's a sign , I 
follow it. The stairs, 
baby. 


-Bone said, "I 
XJLregret that, Mr. 
Speed. It was unpro¬ 
fessional. It couldn't 
happen twice in the 
same lifetime." 


S peed gestured to 
him to zip it. He 
said, "I want to play 
you one of my video¬ 
tapes . Take about 
twenty minutes." 

\\ A videotape. " 


S peed walking 

across to the VCR 
and big screen moni¬ 
tor. "I produce busi¬ 
ness incentive tapes. 
Increase your effi¬ 
ciency, double your 
profit. It works. The 
results are amazing 
baby." 


A -Bone Diggs said, 
"Like better- 


mangement skills. 


\\ Yeah. " Speed took 
the remote back to 
his seat and grabbed a 
handful of peanuts 
from the bowl on the 
coffee table. "Or 
snuff the fucking 
scum." 


■7V -Bone shifting in 
-LJLhis seat so he 
could glom the screen. 
So to get a loan after 
you fuck up once 
you've to watch the 
mad fucker's 20 minute 
video. Managing money. 
O.K. , fine. Sit there 
and humour the nut. 
Learn the fucking 
value of a Jimi 
Hendrix doll. 


O n the screen a 
porker about 50 
was towelling himself 
down beside his swim¬ 
ming pool, shaking 
some flab. A blonde 
girl in a yellow biki¬ 
ni walked into the 
picture and started 
making drinks at the 
poolside bar. The fat 
guy getting a cigar 
lit now, doing his Mr. 
Universe routine for 
the camera, sucking it 
in, flexing, cracking 
up his hot babe. 


Unhinge the corporate 
mindset, get them 
focused on the bottom 
line." 


R icky Speed said, 
"This is an early 
one. No sound. I've 
got more sophisiticat- 
ed equipment 
now. " 

Bone 
aid, 
"It's good 
Mr. Speed. 
The old rich 
geek who'd 
make anybody 
puke- just 
getta look 
at him- 

pulls some 
nice pussy. 
Got it on a 
string . 
Little moral 
in there. 
Pays to be 
rich. She 
don't like 
to show her 



face much." 

T he girl taking off 
her bikini top 
now, keeping her head 
turned and down. 
Wearing shades. Being 
shy, like this home 
movie shit was just 
one of Big Phil's 
uncool ideas. Showing 
it all to Big Phil, 
though. Not too bash¬ 
ful for that. 

S peed said, 

"Pretend, baby, 
that you don' t turn up 
next Thursday for pay¬ 
back time. Pretend you 
take a vacation 
instead. Put yourself 
in that imaginary 
future situation." 

A -Bone Diggs said, 
"Yeah, I can see 
it. Like science fic¬ 
tion." Grabbing some 
of the peanuts The 
blonde was something. 
Sitting on the fat 
guy's lap now, wrig¬ 
gling it about. 
Cockteasing Big Phil. 
A-Bone saying, "She's 
a gifted storyteller, 
you know, natural. 
Doin' it with just 
pictures." 

R icky Speed said, 
"I like this bit 
right here. You tried 
to write a script like 
that, nobody'd believe 
it. Sometimes when you 
got two believable 
characters like that 
playing off each 
other, when the chem¬ 
istry fires, you get 
movie magic." Ricky 
Speed the producer. 

\\ Yeah." A-Bone 
Diggs laughing out 
loud. "She's wild. Got 
the charisma. She do 
commercials? Lookit 
the fat guy, he's hav¬ 
ing second thoughts 
now. She's too crazy. 
His fucking face!" 

S peed said, "Don't 
worry baby, she's 
over eighteen and 
fully professional. 
A-Bone Diggs said, 
"Jesus." Not laughing 
now. He leaned towards 


the screen and watched 
for about a minute 
longer. Real quiet. 
Then he got up and 
walked out. 


R icky Speed said, 
"Keep a cool head, 
baby." 

* 


m 


irshmallow was 
saying to the 
sport, Micky Skeet, 
that if there was one 
thing- no, two things 
that made her go wild, 
totally lose it, it 
was, like big dicks 
and loud rock 'n' 
roll. Marshmallow 
looking for some 
sounds on an old 
Kriesler Wideband 
built into the head of 
the motel bed. The 
Surfside 6 on 

Beachfront Drive. 
Kneeling on the pillow 
there near Micky's 
face. 

S he said, "It's all 
Beach Baby, Beach 
Baby. They got about 
six records. It's 
depressing. The little 
old lady from fucking 
Pasadena." 

pyTwiddling the dial. 

TWTicky Skeet said, 
J- V -L" Leave it there, 
for fucksake. That's a 
good tune." Gene 
Pitney going, Half 
heaven...Micky about 
60, spread thick on 
the bed, still in his 
walking around neats- 
a short sleeved blue 
rayon weave with a 
sunny Surfers Paradise 
scene, the two tanned 
babes sharing a biki¬ 
ni, sipping Vermouth 
Cool Blasts in the 
sand, his white 
Clubhouse slacks, the 
white lace-up casual 
treads- the zipper 
open, Micky with his 
fist around the big 
Apollo 9, getting it 
up on his own, not 
seeing where he was 
getting a lot here for 
his dollar, while the 






















When it somes to sport you have the greatest 
game of all, the game they play in Heaven, the world 
game, the list goes on. 

But what is it that makes a sport really great? 

Which sport is it that is played by all Australians. 

Which sport is it that has people watching and lis¬ 
tening whether that like it or not. 

From the East Coast to the West from Tasmania to 
the Deep North. That stops the Nation. 

That has at last count a 98% participation with the 
Adult population and all think they would do a better 
job. 

No not sex ... POLITICS 




So what's been since Keating's crew pulled of the biggest upset since Balmain won in 69. There have been rule changes. The boot boy from Bankstown thinks 
he needs an image overhaul. Rumour has it the women of Australia aren't too impressed by the boots n' all go for the throat style. Wrong Paul wrong. What is this 
sexist crap! There's nothing the punter's enjoy more, male or female than seeing those" bom to rule " assholes getting the shit kicked out of them. A word of warn¬ 
ing. Never forget what got you there son. 

So what has the main MAN done? What we in the business called an Artie, after that legend of League Arhe Beetson, he plays half a game and if that's not 
enough he's brought in something that is near and dear to all sports fan's: the delayed telecast. No mote live Question Time. NO siree. Edited highlights at 1 a m. if 
you don't mind. And what do you get instead. The Senate.This really is the reserve grade.It's so bad most of them don't turn up and who cOuld blame them. Sen 
Michael Baume[obviously an old front rower] who incidently looks like he's from the same gene pool as John Coulter, only ever wants to know how the 'pigs 'are 
going. A tip for you Michael. Go and see Greg Matthew's barber- its the only way anybody will take any interest in you, you old bore. With the ex footie ref ip the 
speak ers chair they've introduced the 'sin bin' Yes folks.Modem or what. Who was the first Honourable Member to try it out? You guessed it! the man who's proud 

to known as the guy who beat an Aboriginal senseless. Wilson 'Ironbar' Tuckey. Those Western Australians, 
what a sense of humour. Talking about a sense of humour, doesn't Ros Kelly need one. The 'Sports Rorts Affair', 
what's going on here. Rossie get's caught giving away money to her own side. Big deal. Isn't that what your 
supposed to do. Look after your own side. Don't give me this 'fair goTmllshit, let's kill this great Aussie myth 
^9Vf^^im^H^^|once and for all. Since when has a fair go had credence in this game. Lover's of modem history can recall Pig 
I' N V Bob Menzies found that pissed Russian Petrov, just in time to saye his arse and send the good Doctor Evatt 

ma d in the process, and how Fraser managed to bring another pisshead [Sir John ] on board to roll Whitlam. 
i This is real hit them while they're down stuff. They had the same morality as Alan Jones entering a Public toilet. 

Rosie you were robbed! 

* t#s a tou Sh game. Most get the shove [Hawke Hayden etc] but there are a lucky few who retire on their own 

^ *4 A case in point the most famous 'cold war warrior'of modem times Graeme Richardson the hard man of the 

N.S.W. right. Looking back on his career what's his claim to fame. Doing over that thick Queensland Cop 
ff [Hayden] and probably his greatest claim to fame getting Hawke back on the piss. Richo had all the subtlety of 

^ Mike Tyson with a beauty queen. The game needs it's characters.We will miss you Richo. The Party is having 

trouble finding a replacement for Richardson. Look no further than Dermot Brereton, he's in the wrong 
game.Seven weeks for walking on someone's head, his namesake has been doing it for years and what did he 
get? Industrial Relations. And what about the Left. They are unique. Manage to be losers on a winning side. 

A/£ / l MACKENZIE This lot think its a victory if they can get the Right to stick to the rules. They have had as many wins as the 
Sydney Swan's and it shows. While were on about losers you can't go past the Liberals. How deep does that S&M trip go. Hewson like the prize fighter who was 
never good enough, gets a shot at the title, a la Rocky, gets beaten senseless, left lying on the apron bleeding ,semi conscious only to be picked up by his own comer 
and thrown back in the ring. If he were a dog someone would ring the R.S.P.C.A. Meanwhile his comer looks for a new contender to take on the Bankstown Boot 
Boy. And what have we got? Bronnie Bishop! She might be a North Shore girl but her heart belongs to Parramatta. Has been spotted in the dressing shed post 
match, sniffing on a sweaty jock-strap with a vengeance that makes Dennis Hopper's character in Blue Velvet look positively average. Now you know uhere she 
gets THAT smile. Peter Costello, the Young Turk, one of the few in Australia who makes Johnny Howard look like a leftie. This mob have as much chance of win¬ 
ning the comp as Jeff Fenech has of making a come back and come to think of it,they're about as articulate. When you look at this lot, you're a long way from a 
Dream Team. A nightmare really. Maybe it wasn't such a big upset afterall. by Q 3 f y P 3 T k G T . 
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Review of Warner Brothers Record RL 20012: 

Rugby League Club Songs by The Scrum 

It’s not often that I get the urge to destroy precious vinyl, however the other day 
I came very close. The story goes like this... 

While looking for records at a store that shall remain nameless, I came across 
an LP called Rugby League Club Songs performed by the Scrum’ (no doubt 
crack session musicians, who remained anonymous for obvious reasons). 
Released on the Warner Brothers label in 1973 ( a great year for music), this is an 
LP for League Purists only. • If your idea of ‘real’ League comes from the 12 
team premierships, when Canterbury- Bankstown were the Berries and the 
Newtown Jets were still in First Grade, this LP is for you. That’s right friends, no 
Gold Coast, no Brisbane Bronco’s, just 12 good teams and true. The cover is a 
beauty, simple black and white with that scene of Norm Provan (the tall bloke) 
and Arthur Summons (the short bloke) that graces the Winfield Cup. • The LP 
opens with Balmain, Bizet’s Carmen was butchered to provide the tune. A sample 
of the immortal (and ironic) lyrics include: “In this Year’s Premiership, they’re 
doing well/ Because they play like Hell.” Next we come up against the 
Canter’Berries, whose masterful adaptation of ‘Yankee Doodle Dandy’ must be 
heard to be believed, followed by a special reworking of ‘Roll Out the Barrel’ for 
the Sharks becoming; “Up, Up Cronulla the boys in the Black, White and Blue.” 
Next, for those of you who think ‘Waltzing Matilda’ should be our National 
Anthem, I strongly advise listening to Manly-Warringah’s versjopn of this tune 
first. That imnmortal chorus in the hands of ‘the Scrum’ becomes: Manly- 
Warringah, Manly-Warringah/ They’ll all be waltzing behind us this year.” But 
there’s more! • Some club songs range from the obvious, such as North Sydney’s 
“Teddy Bears Picnic’ to the ridiculous Parramatta theme song (to the tune of 
‘Click Go the Shears’) Forget this clicking shears business, its “Good on ya Parra, 
You’re brave and bold.” But the masterwork on this LP is the South Sydney song, 
a fine rendition of the ‘Battle Hymn of the Republic’, which at just under three 
minutes, is the longest track on the LP. Mercifully, the rest clock in at around 90 
seconds each,which is still too long for my taste. • However, this record has 
caused some heated debate among my friends as to the remaining tracks, whether 
they represent the ‘genuine’ League songs or are outright fakes. My friends, 
Messr’s Jensen and Burton assure me that the St. George song is a fake, as is the 
Easts song. The remaining songs are subject to some speculation as to their 
authenticity. Wisely, the person or person’s who composed the Western Suburbs 
theme ‘We are the Boys from Western Suburbs’ remain unknown to us, although 
Cobb and Barnes, composers of Penrith’s woeful theme song are before the courts 
for attempting to pervert the course of League. • This leaves one last club to 
savour, namely the Newtown Jets. You would think that the oldest surviving club 
in the Sydney Rugby League would have a decent song. But you’d be wrong. 
Newtown’s club song is truly appalling. This alone I beleieve was sufficient to get 
them relegated to the Metropolitan Cup. • Is it little wonder that club songs have 
slipped in importance to League fans in the 21 years since this LP came out? 
Times have changed, so has the League and the spirit of the club supporters . It’s 
fairly certain that the ‘new’ teams in the NSWRL didn’t even bother with a club 
song (especially if they heard this album), with words you couldn’t remember to 
an awful old song when you could have Tina Turner instead. • To conclude, I 
have a love/hate relationship with this record. It is a timepiece. It takes League 
purists back to the good old days of Seven’s Big League on Sunday nights, Footy 
Frolics at the end of the Season and Scanlen’s Footy Cards (when they were 
worth collecting). Yet this record is truly appalling. If this world were fair I just 
would bury the master tapes down the bottom of a mine FOREVER. 

- SCOTT MARTIN (Scott lives in Sydney and loves his League.) 
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FOR A FREE CATALOG OF GET HIP AND OTHER 
COOL LABELS, WRITE TO: 



TEAR 'EM UP STYLE ROCK AND ROLL 



All That Jazz 

Issues 1 & 2. 

These are a tasty little mix of comics 
created by various Australian artists. If 
you enjoy your daily heaven and hell, 
death satire then give this little press a 
go. Good value for less than $2. Contact 
address. P.O. Box 328, Carina, 
4152.Queensland. Australia. 

K.Kinder. 


TOOTH’S HOTELS PRESENT: 
“FOOTY FAVOURITES” 

IT’S THAT TIME OF NIGHT INEDDIE LAYOUT WHEN 
THE INEVITABLE BECOMES REALITY. "PLAY IT " I 
SHOUT, “FOR GOD’S SAKE PLAY IT LOUD.” 

"I’M NOT WASTIN’ THE BUCK I FORKED OVER FOR 
THIS CLASSIC. (SEE PETE PRICHARDS SPORTING 
TOP 40 FOR PASSING MENTION, P. 21. 

THERE’S 13 BEEFY BLOKES SPREAD OVER 12 
TRACKS AND IT HITS THE EARS LIKE CONGEALED 
CONVERSE SWEAT. HOW CAN SUCH PIG-IRON FEL¬ 
LOWS HAVE SUCH HIGH VOICES?- IT MUST BE ALL 
THE ACTION OF THE SHOWER ROOM, AS PETER 
WALSH AND BRIAN COOK (WESTERN SUBS) PROVE 
TO THE UNINITIATED WHAT "MACHO MEN” THEY 
ARE. 

GENE PIERSON MUST HAVE BEEN RIDING ON 
POWER STEROIDS TO CONCEIVE OF THIS LITTLE 
BEAUTY AND TOOTHS TOOK THE PUNT. (PROBABLY 
WHY YOU DON’T SEE THEIR NAME AROUND NSW 
ANYMORE.) 

ONWARD...COUNTRY MUSIC, BLAND POP AND THAT 
KIND OF SLICK/SICK PRODUCTION THAT WOULD 
MAKE DENNIS WATERMAN CRINGE. (BUT OH OH 
THOSE FEMALE BACK UP VOCALS.) 

IT’S HEAVY GOING AS GROTHE (PARRA) DECON¬ 
STRUCTS JOE COCKER AND THE IRISH WISH THEY’D 
NEVER BEEN PART OF RUGBY HISTORY AS CHRIS 
LUCKMAN (N.SYD.DECLAIMS THE HERITAGE WITH 
"DANNY BOY”. THIS IS THE SENSITIVE SIDE OF THE 
GAME FEW SEE, EXCEPT MAYBE A FEW STARSTRUCK 
CHEERLEADER GALS AT THE PANTHERS CAR PARK 
WHO MIGHT BE FOOLED BY A JOE REAICHE(EASTS) 
LOOKALIKE(AND DON’T WE ALL LIKE TO LOOK LIKE 
THAT!) WITH THE COME ON LINE "YOU’RE SUCH A 
FABULOUS DANCER’’- SURE TO GET EM INTO YA 
PANEL VAN EVERY TIME. 

WELL AFTER THAT SWEATY ENCOUNTER ITS TIME 
TO SETTLE BACKAND REFLECT WITH WITH JOE 
SQUADRITO’S (SOUTHS)" SO YOU WIN AGAIN,”. 
MORE VOCAL CHORDS RECALIMED FROM LAST 
YEARS LACE-UPS WHICHHAVE BEEN DRAGGED 
THRU THE SCG MUD. ARE THESE TUNES PERSONAL 
PICKS OF “THE TEAM”? I’M IMAGININGTHESE BOYS 
DANCING (?) TO THIS HIT LIST AT THE LOCAL, 
PISSED TO THE EYELIDS ON A SUNDAY NIGHT 
AFTER THE GAME. IMPRESSING THAT BLONDE 
FROM THE AGENCY BY JOINING IN CHORUS TO 
STEVE GEARIN (CANTERBURY) AND "HARD ROCK 
CAFE”. 

IT GOES ON... 

"QUINN THE ESKIMO SUNG BY MITCH BRENNAN 
(SAINTS) IS WORTH IT ALL. THIS & EVERY TRACK 
HAS IT’S UNIQUE ‘TOUCH THE HEART’ QUALITY 
THAT MAKES ME REALISE THAT UNDERNEATH 
EVERY GUERNSEY BEATS A MOTHER’S SON’S SOUL. 
AS ONLY A MOTHER COULD LOVE ’EM! I JUST HOPE 
THESE GUYS HAVE DAY JOBS, ALTHOUGH I COULD 
UNDERSTAND IF A LEAGUES CLUB TOUR TEMPTED 
THEM TO TRADE THE PIGSKIN FOR A MICROPHONE. 
OK JIM WALTERS (NEWTOWN) "WHO’S SORRY NOW"? 

michealgraham. 









fucking balloon head 
finds some music she 
likes on the radio. 
Still twiddling. 

“■V/Ticky saying, "You 
J_ Y -Lheard a that term 
blow job right? Where 
you forget about 
everything else and 
eat some dick? Not 
answering, apparently. 
Micky hit himself with 
another shot of Jack, 
turned his head to 
look at her, seeing up 
under the silver 
dress, some nice young 
tail starting to grind 
around up there, the 
little panties. Micky 
thinking he wouldn't 
mind a big bite of 
that. 

A week in frogtown, 
Micky could 

already feel it start¬ 
ing to turn around. 
More than four thou- 
sanddo liars up on the 
tables at Jupiter's. 

E verything holding, 
the nerves fine 
tuned. In bed with the 
rollers. Pretty soon 
he'd make his move, 
rip the joint wide 
open. He couldn't 
believe that he'd 
waited so long to make 
himself Scarce in 
Sydney. Then this 
afternoon- two hours 
ago- studying some 
form in Snake Eye's 
nursing a beer at the 
bar, trying not to 
think too much about 
his luck because shit 
happened if you did, 
next thing he's 
telling the jive bunny 
in the top down tight 
silver number to haul 
it down to a cool 
barstool and make a 
living. Telling her 
he's been around too 
long. He don't get 
pussy on Visa, even 
when it comes with 
chrome tits in his 
face. 

T he girl makes a 
laugh and says 
she's trying to have 
herself a holiday. No 


luck betting black. 
She came to the Coast 
all by herself, 
thought she'd kick her 
heels up, go a little 
nuts. Micky going, 
"Yeah he understood". 
She probably owed it 
to herself. Whe she 
orders a Strawberry 
Love Bite off the 
drinks waitress, Micky 
drops a ten on the 
tray. Comes with a 
little strawberry 
umbrella. 

T hey shoot the 
shit, Micky 

telling her he was a 
professional gambler, 
taking a break from 
the tracks, but he was 
also an ace sports- 
writer and still free¬ 
lanced at it for some¬ 
thing to do. Giving 
her the whole success 
story. The big jugs 
there making him cre¬ 
ative. Then she leans 
in close and whispers 
in his ear how she 
thought there'd be 
more men in Surfers 
Paradise she'd want to 
blow. Some vacation, 
huh? 

M ‘ cky says, "Is 
hat right?", No 
mention so far of 
fucking music. 

TV/rLcky figuring it 
J- Jwas all shit, the 
broad was snowing him, 
but Jesus fuck, he was 
on a serious roll 
here. Call it luck, 
though he didn't want 
to think about that- 
just don't let Spider 
Baby sniff out his 
wallet, is all. Turns 
out he's riding in a 
cab with a blonde 
honey a third his age 
who calls herself 
Marshmallow to a room 
she's got booked at 
the Surfside 6 Motel. 
She's already got 
refreshments in the 
room. Luckier and 
luckier. 

TV yprshmal low left 
J_ v _Lthe dial stuck on 
some holiday sounds, 


since it was all there 
was. Fun at the beach. 
She looked down at 
Micky where he was 
still playing with his 
thing, flashed him a 
smile, some come-on. 
She said, "Music helps 
me feel dirty and 
uninhibited. I get 
dirty, you get off. 
How I like to work. 
One follows the other. 
It's a symbiotic 
thing." 

“IWTicky said, "Sure." 

J. _LHe said, "You 
gotta play it so fuck¬ 
ing loud?" 

“IV/I^rshmallow making 

-L Y Ja face at him. 
Micky the party-poop- 
er. "I got a room with 
no neighbours. They're 
half empty. We can get 
real noisy if you 
want." 

TWricky said, "Don't 

J_ Y Jget me wrong, I'm 
Mr. Music. Give me a 
number, you know some¬ 
thing you can hum to, 
I'll swing. I like 
ballads. The cabaret 
carooners. That guy 
Frank Ifield. There 
was a fucking golden 
voice. We could use 
some of that." 

“IWtershmallow said, 

J_ y _L"You think we 
oughta wrap that 
thing? " 

Micky waving 
it around 
down there 
trying to 
get some¬ 
thing going. 

She strad¬ 
dled his 

face and 

reached for 
the ciga- 
r e t t e s . 

Micky look¬ 
ing up at 
the goodies. 

She said, 

"It looks 
like it's 
been around 
the block." 

M.Vkr 

"You know 


how long it is since 
my wife got a sceam 
out of that hot rod?" 

\\ How long, Micky?" 

Marshmallow groov¬ 
ing now to Summertime 
Blues. Doing this 
thing with her hips. 
TWTLcky's free hand 
l/Jgoing between her 
legs, feeling her up, 
doing all the work 
since somebody had to. 
Micky thinking he came 
up here to beat the 
blues, he could have 
stayed home with 
younger pussy and a 
lot less noise and 
only had to talk to 
the top of her fucking 
head. 

“iwricky said, 

J_VJL"Thirteen years. " 
Like he was shooting 
for the record.Micky 
lapping at the inside 
of ther thighs, having 
to crane his neck to 
get high up. Doing it 
because it was there. 
He said "I left a pic¬ 
ture of it on her 
dressing table. 

Micky's shooter in a 
frame, the fucking big 
Streetsweeper. Next to 
the grandkids. All the 
cunt's treasured memo¬ 
ries . 

“■Wtershmallow said, 
J. _L"Hey Micky, I got 



We’ve been fixing 
your necks, hips, 
backs,dads,elbows, 
periods, ankles, colds, 
jaws,headaches,babies, 
toes,hamstrings,ribs, 
wrists,teeth.friends, 
clavicles,noses,lovers, 
shoulders,grannies,and 
even bloody dogs for 
years now, and what 
thanks do we get? 

Newtown Osteopathy 
Level 1, 281 King St., 
Newtown, 2042 
ph/fax 5573176 



a wild idea. You're 
gonna love it." She 
swung her legs off the 
bed, opened her bag, 


M ‘ cky said, "I 
hink you can com¬ 
plicate a situation, 
you with me? The idea 
in the bar was O.K. , 
you know, a good plan. 
It's what you like to 
do." Watching her take 
stuff out of the bag. 
But you're fucking 
around with it,you 
know what I mean? 
Getting clever. 

Bringing in a whole 
lot of unnecessary 
shit. " 


TWtorshmallow said, 
± Y 1"I like to video¬ 
tape sex. Like a 
hobby. You mind?" 

M ‘ cky didn't know 
f he did or he 
didn't. He wasn't nuts 
about having his pic¬ 
ture taken. Didn't 
need a public image. 
But there it was 9.5 
inches of Gold Coast 
thrill ride, practi¬ 
cally a theme park, it 
deserved to be up 
there on the marquee. 
Even if the owner was 
camera- shy. He had to 
admit, it excited him. 
She'd show it to her 
hot girlfriends maybe. 
See what I did. That 
guy Micky. He said , 
just keep my face out 
of it, alright? Follow 
the action. You fit in 
a close-up?" 

T he video-cam on 
its tripod now, 
Marshmallow focusing. 
She went and switched 
the bedside lamp, 
arranged it so Micky's 
dick was lit. She 
turned the music up 
some more- Micky 
going, "Jesus, ya 
gotta"- had another 
look through the cam¬ 
era. She said that's 
good, Micky. All 
there." 

\\ Hey, let' s make a 
movie." 


\\ Just a couple of 
things, Micky." 


cunt. It was worse 
than serious, it was 
bad luck. 

TV /Thrshmallow saying, 

± V ±"I work for Ricky 
Speed, kinda casual 
freelance. I do good 
work so don't fuck 
with me. I get to tor¬ 
ture or kill a lot of 
genuinely apologetic 
people, so a two-bit 
scuzzfuck like you 
ain't a problem. 
You're into Speed for 
serious change. Twenty 
grand. It's overdue. 
You oughta get a 
clock, shithead. 

Speed's disappointed 



\\ Jesus. What?" 


TWpirshmallow digging 
-L v -Lin the bag again. 
"In the movie business 
we call them props. 
This one's for you." 
She dropped a blade on 
the bed near his arm 
so the point stuck in 
the mattress. She 
said, "Careful, it's 
sharp." 

M ‘cky said, "The 
uck's this?" 
Micky glomming the 
knife. 

T hat' s what you cut 
it off with. Think 


about it if you want. 
How you'11 do it." 

cky looked at 
er. The screwy 
bitch being serious, 
gone psycho, the voice 
cold. Over there 
watching him through 
her camera. There was 
something else- anoth¬ 
er prop- turned up. 
The gun in her hand. 
Holding it down by her 
thigh. 

cky said, "You're 
ucking crazy, 
tits. I'm gone takin' 
it down the road." 

\\Stay there, you 
piece of shit. 
I'll shoot you." 

’cky lay back. 
reaking into a 
sweat yet. Starting to 
see it , the set up. 
He knew who sent the 


you took a holiday 
without saying good¬ 
bye. You hurt his 
feeling's." 

cky said, I can 
xplain that." 

\\ You can, Micky, 
but you're not 
going to. Speed's sick 
of having his pocket 
pissed in. You had an 
appointment over a 
week ago to give him 
half the weight and 
discuss repayment of 
the other ten. 

peed's a sweet 
guy, he was ready 
to hear you out, pre¬ 
pared to offer terms. 
You gave your word 
you'd deliver, so you 
can see why he's hurt. 
You know what he 
said?" 







\\ What?" 


\\ He said that cock- 
sucker Micky 

Skeet, he's dead. You 
keeping up, Micky?" 
jyjlcky said, "Oh, 

“IWThrshamallow said, 
J_ Y _L" Speed explained 
it this way, he said 
unless you're sweet 
right now for the 
entire twenty, plus my 
expenses- it can add 
up, Micky I cost-he 
wants you to cut your 
dick off and suck it 
dry. Oh yeah, and he 
wants to watch it. 
Dickless but alive, up 
to you. Otherwise I 
gotta put two or three 
of these sweethearts 
in your head. 
Pointing the steel 
blue Beretta at 
him."What do you 
think? Either way, he 
wants quality images 
on high-grade tape. 
You know good for two- 
hundred plays. I told 
him no problem. I'm a 
nineties girl, Micky, 
I love my career." 
TV/pLcky threw his 
1 Jwallet at her. 
"There's over four 
grand there. Close to 
five. Give it to him, 

I "11 have the rest in 
two weeks or sooner. 
I'm taking that fuck¬ 
ing casino apart brick 
by brick." 

“IWIhrshmallow looked 
JLjLn the wallet, 
dropped it in her bag. 
She said, "Uh-uh. The 
number he mentioned 
was twenty. Plus the 
expense of hiring me. 
You're dealed out, 
Micky." 

TWTicky swallowed the 
-L Jrest of the Jack. 
He said, "Kiss it 
bitch." 

iyp rshmallow said, 

"Rolling." 
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